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DEDICA TION. 

As Poet, he has led us backward to dream awhile the 
dreams of our Forefathers, and forward to his 
own dream of an Earthly Paradise. 
1 , Through his voice we know the strong music of a purer 

.^ English th n our own ; and few are now the 

— British homes which do not owe some 

gift of added beauty directly or 
■j. indirectly to the teaching 

I and influence of 



WILLIAM MORRIS, 

to whom I dedicate this book. Of what other man living 
may as much be said ? 
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PREFACE. 

As this volume of verse commences with an 
"Author's Apology," I need only mention here 
that its contents, with scanty exceptions, have 
been selected from work already published. 
Miscellaneous though they be, I hope shortly 
to produce a volume composed of pieces very 
distinct in character from any which I have 
included here. 

J. A. GOODCHILD. 
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THE AUTHOR'S APOLOGY. 

Let this song be interceder 
For my rhythms with my reader. 

Every rivulet must run 
From a foimt with many a feeder ; 

No new songs are 'neath the sun. 

Eve was woman worthy winning ; 
Love began with man's beginning, 

And to music love will move ; 
Soon came sorrow, sooner sinning, 

Mourner's wails the death-song wove. 

Then, a Stentor hoarse with shouting. 
Came forth Discord, nothing doubting 

From their dissonance to draw 
Strife's outflashing. Satire's flouting. 

War's alarms to Music's law. 

B 
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THE AUTHOR'S APOLOGY. 

Hark I his cymbal 'gins its clashing, 
Down the front the sword-flames flashing 

Greet the sight, and serried spears, 
And the cry of squadrons crashing, 

Rises urgent in our ears. 

Smiling gaily, archly glancing, 
Cpmes the dainty Muse of Dancing ; 

Blithe she stands to give salute. 
Then, her lissom body launching. 

Leads the frolic with her flute. 

If stern Tragedy entices 
To the vision of our vices. 

She hath wisdom in award. 
Solemn fasts and sacrifices, 

Bring the lyre to praise the Lord. 

Song and wine were early wedded. 
Ballads had the " many-headed ; " 

And the shepherd to his sheep 
Piped of birds, and colours bedded 

Round the sheepfolds on the steep. 
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THE AUTHOR'S APOLOGY. 

Many minds of many a master 
Deal with danger and disaster. 

Every mood that maketh man 
Taketh form and clingeth faster 

Since its growth to song began. 

Thoughts aspiring soar more proudly ; 
Courage glows in colours goodly ; 
In their rhythmic robes arrayed, 
Wit and laughter speak more loudly ; 
Grief is lightened; gloom allayed. 

Song is safest of resortals 

For the mind of wretched mortals 

When their soul is closed with sin, 
To prepare the open portals 

Where our Angel enters in. 

Ere the days of erring David 
Souls by struggle had been savbd, 

And he laboured not alone 
With the burden which he bravbd 

To a praiseful antiphon. 

B 2 
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THE AUTHOR'S APOLOGY, 

Scoth and Gauls, ye sons of Gomer, 
Cease your clashing. This new-comer 

Hath re-read your battle-rune. 
Hath not hexametric Homer 

Tamed your tumults to attune ? 

If with plaintive notes Amphion 
Wooed the linnet, curbed the lion, 

Has his lyre such strength as 'longs 
To the zealous hymns of Zion, 

Prophesyings, Songs of Songs ? 

Ovid take, or sweet Catullus, 
Horace bibulous, Tibullus, 

All will teach, but first were taught. 
Neque ex aliis multts ullus 

But rethreshes old-world thought. 

If alliterative lyrics 

Move a passion in empirics 

And their strictures now be strong, 
Energetic panegyrics 

Have been sworn to prove them song. 
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THE AUTHORS APOLOGY. 

Since the stalwart Anglo-Saxon 
Sang the fair with tresses flaxen, 
Or the harpist Llywarch Hen 

Hymned old wars that else had waxen 
Rusty memories of men. 

Modem students swing the censer. 
To the shade of rippling Spenser. 

Sweeter bard was never born ; 
But in days whose ears were denser 
He was satire's mark for scorn. 

Easy driving — lest I dash on 
All the fantasies of Fashion — 

English speech makes hearts to speak. 
Tuscan plains with softer passion. 

Vowels roll grandly on in Greek. 

English gleemen are not jealous 
Of these fortunes of their fellows. 

Mighty work our speech doth well, — 
Serves for Milton when he mellows 

Chants of Heaven with groans of Hell. 
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THE AUTHOR'S APOLOGY. 

Though the swan eclipse the swallow, 
Through the fields 'tis his to follow 

Things a swan would leave aside. 
On the heights he spies the hollow 

Where the gleaming Mayflies glide. 

Gay are cockatoos and crested, 
And their gibes may be digested — 

Can they teach the homely thrush ? 
Taught by nature bards have nested 

Every bird in his own bush. 

Though my gauds be faintly graven, 
Not to carve them might be craven. - 

None may need them, but I know 
How a rigmaroling raven 

Croaking " poet " sticks at " Poe." 

If then Poe by one impaction 

Bursts three-fourths (a common fraction) 

To the Senate, I at school 
Seek to test my sum's subtraction, 

Though a flogging wait the fool. 
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THE AUTHOR'S APOLOGY. 

If these rhymes be all derided, 
Let the sentence be decided 

And erase me if I err. 
Or my verse's sum, divided. 

Still might constantly recur. 

As a weary rippling wave, I 
Yet might crest to cry peccavi, 

Then with verdict en avant 
Let me not still claim, ignavi, 

I have ranted ignorant. 
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COUNTRY SONG, 

As I was going by the wood 

The sun was sinking fast, 
And some one whispered *neath my hood, 

" My love, you've come at last." 
And rosy, rosy was my cheek, 

As rosy as could be, 
To hear Hal Adams dare to speak. 

And speak such words to me. 

I turned about and bade him go ; 

And oh, but I was shy ; 
But Hal he would not heed my " No," 

And who so glad as I ? 
The golden broom looked on and knew, 

And laughed o'er all the lea ; 
So golden-glad the sunset grew. 

Its gladness dazzled me. 
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COUNTRY SONG. 

For oh, I could but see his pride, 

And gave him back his smile, 
And let him kiss me when he tried. 

But made him try awhile ; 
And blithe were all the litde birds 

That woke in thorn and tree, 
To hear the true and tender words 

Hal Adams spoke to me. 
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THE FIRSTBORN. 

So fair, so dear, so warm upon my bosom, 
And in my hands the little rosy feet. 
Sleep on, my little bird, my lamb, my blossom ; 
Sleep on, sleep on, my sweet. 

What is it God hath given me to cherish, 
This living, moving wonder which is mine — 
Mine only ? Leave it with me or I perish, 
Dear Lord of love divine. 

Dear Lord, 'tis wonderful beyond all wonder, 
This tender miracle vouchsafed to me, 
One with myself, yet just so far asunder 
That I myself may see. 

Flesh of my flesh, and yet so subtly linking 
New selfs with old, all things that I have been 
With present joys beyond my former thinking 
And future things unseen. 



Di_gitized 
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THE FIRSTBORN, ii 

There life began, and here it links with heaven, 
The golden chain of years scarce dipped adown 
From birth, ere once again a hold is given 
And nearer to God's throne. 

Seen, held in arms, and clasped around so tightly. 
My love, my bird, I will not let thee go. 
Yet soon the little rosy feet must lightly 
Go pattering to and fro. 

Mine, Lord, all mine thy gift and loving token. 
Mine — ^yes or no, unseen its soul divine ? 
Mine by the chain of love with links unbroken, 
Dear Saviour, Thine and mine. 
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SISTER SERAPHINA. 

She brings her soul up in the straitest schools, 
Lacing expansions in with narrow rules. 

She purges out her dross, and yields her goods 
To swell the funds of needy sisterhoods. 

She deems thin blood white milk of innocence, 
And fasting, findeth hope of recompense. 

She tethers thought from flight in open air 
To turn the treadmill of repeated prayer. 

She slays each soft emotion Love hath given 

To make burnt offerings to the " Host of heaven ;" 

And, seeing beggars serve His golden door, 
Bows down and serves the Mammon of the poor. 
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SISTER SERAPHINA, 13 

Behold, her soul is small and pinched and thin, 
Surely it shall find crannies and crawl in. 

And contrite, plead in heaven's warmer glow, 
" Lord, this my leprosy was white — like snow." 
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LINES FOR MUSIC. 

Wild the lintwhite*s warbling trill — 

Ruby Mayo, Ruby Mayo, 

On the bramble-tangled hill — 

Ruby Mayo, Ruby Mayo. 

True love could not tame the tongue 

Of a wilder maid who sung 

In the days when we were young, 

In our springtime — Ruby Mayo. 

Love went forth at pairing time — 

Ruby Mayo, Ruby Mayo ; 

Found the maiden in her prime — 

Ruby Mayo, Ruby Mayo. 

Fairer than the briar rose, 

Careless as a stream that goes 

Laughing, leaping from the snows 

Down the mountain — Ruby Mayo. 
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LINES FOR MUSIC, 15 

Love that dreamed had viewed his mate — 
Ruby Mayo, Ruby Mayo ; 

Love that wooed had long to wait — 

Ruby Mayo, Ruby Mayo. 

Love that thought to win his quest 

Fell to earth with wounded breast, 

Pierced by thorns around the nest 

Love lay bleeding — Ruby Mayo. 



Had the nest been warmer found — 

Ruby Mayo, Ruby Mayo, 

He had healed him of his wound — 

Ruby Mayo, Ruby Mayo. 

Love that lingered long in pain, 

Perished, killed by cold disdain. 

Love can ne'er grow warm again 

On a cold heart — Ruby Mayo. 



Narrow woman turning grey — 

Ruby Mayo, Ruby Mayo, 

All our flowers are dropped away — 

Ruby Mayo, Ruby Mayo. 
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LINES FOR MUSIC, 

We had lost our brighter day 
When the cold hail beat in May, 
Though the lintwhite whistled gay, 

In her thorn brake, Ruby Mayo. 
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BIRD SONG, 

A SONG, a song of a bird, 
Of a little brown bird ; 
I and my little brown bird, 
And Love was the third. 
She had but a single note 

In her throat ; 
But the single note was sweet 

Tweet tweet, sweet tweet tweet. 

A plaint of my bird alone. 

Love and I had flown. 
I had left her, my love, my own, 

Just for a moment lone ; 
And the song froze in her throat, 

The one note 
Of her little love-song sweet, 
Tweet tweet. 
c 
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i8 BIRD SONG, 

Oh, my bird, my bird, my bird. 

Oh, my little shy bird ; 
I and my little dead bird, 
And Grief is the third ; 
And Grief has her song by rote, 

The love-note. 
But he cannot sing it sweet 

Tweet tweet, sweet tweet tweet. 
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LINES ON A FRENCH PICTURE. 

Doubt and terror and sore distress 

In those sweet blue eyes, and why ? 
She is lovely and pure ; health, youth, the power 
To enjoy are hers. Let her take the hour, 
And the sunshine sky 
With its happiness, 
For her dower. 

See ! she beholds on her right 

A chamber, squalid and bare. 
Where her sisters stifle and starve and freeze 
As they bend dim-eyed o'er their wasted knees. 
And they toil in care 

Through their dim wan light 
To scarce darker night. 
Must she sit with these ? 
c 2 
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3 LINES ON A FRENCH PICTURE. 

No ! she may turn if she will 

To mount on the riotous car 
Which Pleasure drives down the steep incline, 
Where lie sparkling trinkets and pools of wine ; 
There, thick perfumes are 
Her fears to kill, 
Down that fearful hill 

Where the corpse lights shine. - 

Shall she remain where beauty fades. 

And youth no harvest reaps ? 
To toil for the scanty dole of bread 
And that sordid shelter overhead. 
Till she sleeps 
In the shades 
With the dead ? 

A narrow choice : the sole escape 
Lies down that broad hillside, — 
Down where the myriad gaslights glow 
Till Paris flames like a hell below. 
Where the lost abide. 
Of such a shape 

Are her musings now. 
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LINES ON A FRENCH PICTURE. 

She fronts us with eyes that plead. 

Well may her tears downflow. 
Look at her; give good heed ; 
For her riddle is hard to read. 
Far and wide 
Are such tangles tied, 
To be loosed in woe 
Below I 
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A RESEMBLANCE. 

I SAW her first where warm the sunbeams fall 

In the November air, 
" A daughter of the Gods, divinely tall. 

Divinely fair." 

In Paris next I met her. As I gazed 

Each feature seemed the same ; 
Slow drew I near and read with eyes amazed 

The world-known name — 

" Venus of Milo.*' Pride may quench the pain 

Of idle hopes or fears. 
My homage lies but where the world's has lain 

Two thousand years. 
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HIS SIDE AND HERS. 

His was the idle word, the foolish lapse 

From truth in time of trial. 
Thine was the right of censure, and perhaps 

Of parting and denial. 

His was the humble seeking after peace, 

The true, the long repentance. 
Thine the remorseless scorn that would not cease ; 

Thy lips pronoimced his sentence. 

His was the frantic deed of mad despair, 

The plunge beneath the river. 
Tis thine to sit and gaze dull-eyed on care 

Alone, alone for ever. 
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REGRETS, 

There is a garden set with many flowers, 

Where flutters many a bird in bush and tree. 
A poplar midmost in that garden towers; 
Soft is the grass below. 

Ah, I would be 
There when the roses blow ! 



There was a rose there once. Twas mine to gather. 

A rose whose charm enchanted all the air 
Leaned forth to lure me. Nay, to bless me, rather. 
Twas left to hang alone. 

Oh, rose so fair. 
Cold hath the north wind blown ! 



Lost dream of youth, lost warmth of early summer, 
Pure rose that bloomed anear when I was young, 
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REGRETS. 25 

Life lacks thy fragrance. Any idle comer 
Had better judged my need. 

My idle song 
Hopes neither flower nor seed. 

The gardien still is gay that I remember, 

The birds still twitter in the poplar tree, 
But Love's full flame dies in this song's faint ember ; 
His tomb I builded there. 

Fain would I flee 
His caved phantasmal stare. 
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TERMS OF TRUCE. 

" Better is water than a wine that provoketh the stomach." — 
Medical Aphorism, 

We have met in many scenes, but are dissevered. 

We have paired our latest dream, and are alone. 
Babel-builders jointly toiling, we endeavoured 
Stone by stone 

To raise fancies up to love, but are o'erthrown. 

Ours no bond of heart-companionship, or leaping 
Of young pulses, but comparisons of wit, 

Mutual fence, and mutual praise, and mutual keeping 
Bit by bit 
Of approximative thoughts to force their fit. 

We have prated of the soul in wise discussion ; 
We have bowed applausive, murmuring, "How 
true I " 
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TERMS OF TRUCE. 27 

Till our hearts spake at the last, and lo, confusion ! 
I and you 
Touched a thunder-cloud in building towards the 
blue. 

Self-deceiving, we have thwarted one the other, 

Self-mistaken, or mistake had never been. 
Sister far-removed, think kindlier of a brother. 
Gulfs between 
Held no wine, but friendship's well is sweet and 
clean. 
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SONG OF THE HOPEFUL LOVER. 

FROM "DAVID AULDJO,'' 

Song-bird, song-bird, whither away ? 

" To sing to my love, 

To sing to my love." 
Song-bird, what will your song be, say ? 

" I love, I love, I love." 

Song-bird, what if thy love say, " Nay " ? 

" I will sing to my love, 

Will sing to my love 
That love bears sway, though his sky be gray ; 

And I love, I love, I love." 

Song-bird, what if thy love should scorn ? 

" I sing for my love, 

I sing for- my love, 
That no heart shall mourn for a lily's thorn, 

And a lily I love, I love." 
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SONG OF THE HOPEFUL LOVER. 29 

Song-bird, what if thy love should love ? 

" I would sing to my love, 

Sing low to my love, 
And never an ear save hers should hear 

Such songs as I love, I love." 
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SONNET FOR A COPY OF MILTON. 

The visions of our Reformation seer, 

Who, blind, beheld them. Being shut aloof 
From mirage, first he read his own reproof 

For lust of eyes, and shed thereat a tear 

Which rounded slowly to the mystic sphere 
Wherein his thought beheld the warp and woof 
Of textured curtains, 'neath that open roof 

Whereto the High-priest enters year by year. 

Around with daily sacrifice the priests 
Fast, or make merry at the stated feasts ; 

And there long time among them he abode, 
Reading dark things in sacrifice of beasts : 
Till last, beside the great High-priest he trod, 
And saw behind the veil the Ark of God. 



d by Google 



PARTED, 

All idle, idle hang the strands 

That failed at slightest test, 
As idle as the folded hands 

Upon a dead man's breast. 
The breeze that sundered brought "good- 
bye" 

In tones we scarce might hear, 
A little snap, a stillborn sigh, 
A faint return, a faint reply, 

The semblance of a tear. — 



The semblance of a tear in you. 
For you are seeming all ; 

But in my eyes a jaundiced dew 
Which taints my heart with gall- 
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32 PARTED. 

A bitter doubt of womanhood 
When one so wise and fair 

Can lightly thus her highest mood ; 

And dowered with potencies of good 
Has tossed them to the air. 
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ST. LATERIN. 

St. Laterin came through the beechen wood, 

A fair young maid with a spotless soul. 
She heard what the cushat-dove said to her brood, 

And the squirrel's gay chat on the oak-tree's bole. 
The throstle perched on her shoulder white 

And held up his bill for her kiss and smil6 ; 
And the nightingale said, " I will sing to-night 

Of a maiden whose bosom is free from guile." 



She stood in the smithy's murky glow 

And asked hot coals for her mother's fire. 
The smith smiled over his lifted blow, 

Saying, "Take them, child, to your heart's desire." 
She brought not a vessel, but, drawing near, 

In the charcoal she dipped her snowy hands, 
And, innocent, pure, and void of fear. 

She filled her skirt with the ruddy brands. 
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34 ST. LATER IN, 

Sir Bryan looked on from the smithy door, 

And spake in wonderment : " Who is this 
That may do such a deed ? Though her garb be poor, 

Her lips, by my troth, should be sweet to kiss/' 
" Jest not. Sir Bryan," the smith replied ; 

"Though thy sword be keen and thy castle strong. 
There dwells not a man on this country side 

Will bear that she listen to aught of wrong. 



" Too quick, master smith! There is no wrong said. 

She is fair to see if her garb be mean, 
With a silken snood on her golden head. 

She is one that might stand in the train of a queen.' 
St. Laterin cast her eyes adown. 

She flushed in pride, and she blushed in shame 
For the silken snood and the tattered gown ; — 

And the red coals flared with an angry flame. 



St. Laterin went through the beechen wood ; 

The cushat kept still in the beechen tree ; 
The nightingale fluttered down to his brood ; 

" My song for to-night must be sad," said he. 
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ST. LATERIN, 35 

The throstle drew near, but he fled in fear, 
And St. Laterin wept as she wandered home ; 

But at every spot where she dropped a tear 
There blossomed a flower in days to come. 



D 2 
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SONG OF THE ACCEPTED LOVER, 

FROM "A MAN'S LOSS,'' 

I am in the wind 

Round about her moving 
Every nook to find, 

Blowing unreproving 
In the garden of her mind 
So fair with every flower made sweet for loving. 

I am with the bud. 

That floats upon her tresses. 
In their rippled flood 

How the wave caresses 
The petals red as blood, 
With gleaming coils whereon it scarcely presses. 

I am in her breath. 

In its coming and its going. 
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SONG OF THE ACCEPTED LOVER. 37 

I may pass beneath 

All her outward showing. 
Hers in life and death, 
To the garden of my dream we two are going. 

I am in her thought. 

Answer has she given. 
All that I had sought 

Came to me last even 
When the sigh I caught, 
Which fanned me with the promises of heaven. 

Yes, I take with awe 

The gift that passes measure — 
Mine by holy law 

For no passing pleasure — 
Gem that hath no flaw — 
Her maiden kiss — her earthly, heavenly treasure. 
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A BALLAD OF KISSES, 

FROM "A MAN'S LOSS." 

Heaven's angels— imps of Hell — 
Kisses flit and fly, 

Whispering with all that dwell 
'Neath the hither sky. 

Speakers for the speechless thought- 
Ministers of bliss ; 

Who shall teach save he be taught 
By the kiss ? 

Listen backwards through the years 

To the first and purest. 
Still it echoes past all cares 

That thou since endurest ; 
From the mother-heart to speak 

In the mother-tongue, 
As when soul and tender cheek 
Both were young. 



d by Google 



A BALLAD OF KISSES. 39 

Nature's soul is in the word 

Which such kisses render ; 
And her loveliest tone is heard, 

Sweet and pure and tender. 
He who hearkens shall be drawn 

Out of cloud and strife 
Backwards to the rosy dawn 

Into life. 



Sacred, too, the holy hour 
When the budding maid 

Opens her deep-hearted flower, 
Joyous but afraid. 

Earth and heaven record her vow. 
Sense and soul in one 

Yield their sweetest perfume now 
Towards the sun. 



In her gift will Love rejoice. 
Spurning former things ; 

Singing with an angel's voice, 
Winged with angel's wings. 



d by Google 



40 A BALLAD OF KISSES. 

With a sacramental seal 
Shall his soul be set, 
Hers, by all the binding weal 
Of such debt. 



Kiss of levity or lust 
Hath on flesh been fed ; 

This shall crumble into dust 
With the buried dead. 

But a fiend with stronger spells 
Lurks in Ijdng art. 

Lead, the kiss of Judas dwells 
On Earth's heart. 



And a shrouded angel still 

In the Unknown dips ; 
When the mouth is on the chill 

Unresponsive lips. 
Through an ocean deep and wide 

Doth she pass by night, 
Glad, if on the other side 
There be light* 
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Hearken for thy soul's content 

To the holier spell 
Of all kisses innocent ! 

Spurn the sons of Hell I 
Till thy spirit hath been wrought 

To its widest bliss 
In the love that has been taught 

By the kiss. 
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A PARABLE OF CONSCIENCE. 

All is still as ever it was ; 

Voices of praise are yet in mine ear — 

Praise of a beauty without a peer. 
I look on every face as a glass, 

And the glass knows not that the end is near. 

Still, to the crowd, I stand as queen. 
Tall and' beautiful, proudly pure. 
Smiling on slaves whose chains are sure 

With winning kindness and stately mien 
In the throe of a fear that none may cure. 

Under my robes of shimmering silk. 
Under the gems on my aching breast, 
Who may fare on a secret quest 

To -find the leper as white as milk, 
And the anguished heart in its fierce unrest } 
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A PARABLE OF CONSCIENCE, 43 

Lovers of mine for my beauty's sake, 
Suitors of mine for my rank and power, 
Slaves of mine for a golden dower, 

Sleep awhile in my dream, and take 
The outer show for the perfect flower. 

Once I had pride in your daily praise ; 

Once I had pride in my realm and wealth ; 

Once I had pride in beauty and health ; 
And still I dream by day of the days 

Ere the poison of dreams crept in by stealth. 

But the night ! — In the night alone I wake. 
My door is fast and my lamps are bright. 
And I stand forth naked in their sight, 

And gaze, and gaze, till the morning break 
On the terror that spreads from night to night. 

Night will spread over the dreams of day, 
As the leper's poison on throat and brow 
Shall cover my dreams with its hellish snow 

Till the useless robe shall be cast away. 
But ah, my God ! not now ! not now I 
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Let them not see it till I be dead. 
As, even now, it were well to die 
Ere the text that beauty is vanity 

Shriek in men's ears from the loathly bed 
Where the queen is laid in her leprosy. 
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SONG. 

Sweet breezes of the sea, 
So far ye come, so far ye come, 
Where'er ye roam 
Turn gently home 
My love to me — 
My love to me. 

Broad bosom of the sea. 

Spread far and near, spread far and near ; 

Be strong to bear 

With tender care 

My love to me — 

My love to me. 



Oh, Ruler of the Sea ! 
Bend down, dear Christ ; speak low, dear Christ. 
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46 SONG, 

The wind shall list 
And bring to tryst 
My love to me — 
My life to me. 
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PATIENCE, 

" Seated like Patience on a monument ? " 
Thus rests Endurance ! — ^kindly Patience moves 
Straight forward in her path as it behoves ; 

Her back with many weary burdens bent, 

Her tired feet bleeding and her garments rent. 
Her burdens are of food for those she loves. 
Her desert pathway ends in quiet groves, 

Soft fields, cool shades, and waters of content. 

She is a great magician. 'Neath her rod 
The desert blossoms, and the storm of rage 
Shrieks idly by her. She will give the wage 
Of blessing unto cursing — speak with God 
For her accusers. Where her feet have trod 
A road is made for peaceful pilgrimage. 
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JUDGE NOT. 

SONNET. 

None mourn this hideous sodden heap of clay. 
Loveless it lived, defiled by every lust, 
Deformed by every passion. Dust to dust ! 

Ashes to ashes ! Idle 'twere to pray 

O'er such a carcase. Only hide away 

Its noisome horror from the daylight. Thrust 
It forth uncared for and unwept to rust 

In secret. Let its memory pass away. 

Man, who art thou that judgest ? See the mute 

And pitying dog that licks the dead man's hand. 
We ask not what it was that formed the band 

Betwixt them, but we may not well dispute 

Somie cause for love there. One will understand 
And love this something better than His brute. 
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THE STAR IN THE EAST 

When the rainbow hopes of our youth ate faded 

Where sunlight and storm-cloud blended, 
When the rosy glow of our sky is shaded, 
When the love-song of birds is ended, 
And mists lie thick on the meadow. 
Slowly out of their shadow 
Riseth the Star. 
"We beheld its light in the East, and are come to 
praise from afar." 



d by Google 



CRIPPLED. 

SONNET. 

Her days were spent in prison, for disease 

Gat hold upon her youth, and vexed her sore 
With pain's disablement, and shut the door 

Of her outgoings ; but within dwelt peace. 

Patient, she watched the sluggish years increase 
The weary chains of feebleness she wore, 
And, unreluctant, bowed her head before 

The appointed angel of her soul's release. 

She brings her gift of patience; all she had, 

Who lacked her childhood's sports and youth's delight, 

Who drank her cup in silence ; but, when bade, 

Entered into the Temple and was glad. 

And He who takes her offering will not slight 

Her toll, but store it with the widow's mite. 
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SWALLOWS OF THE RIVIERA. 

We English, lovers of our homes, are yet 
Spiers of empty places, and our hands 
Plant English homes in many distant lands ; 
Yet are we English always, nor forget. 
But, if strong founders of new realms regret 
Their English homesteads, may not rather we, 
The sickr, the weary, pale and ghostly bands 
Who gather sunshine by the southern sea ; 
Basking like flies, when Autumn strips the tree, 
To thaw the freezing streams of life, in mind 
Reach back for the familiar days, and yearn 
For love and home and summer to return ? 
Then northwards go, rejoicing those that find 
Fresh springs of life ; but some are left that pined 
Through all the balmy sunshine to discern 
The friendly faces, feel the friendly kiss. 
And rest in green sward of our English shore. 
Heart-hallowed by the kin that went before, 
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52 SWALLOWS OF THE RIVIERA. 

Or by some love of childhood ; even this 
Though peace be now, it has been pain to miss. 
But these and those sent home with longings 

sore, 
Some token of their being. Day by day 
Sped little gifts that spoke of love away ; 
And many paint a scene where swallows flit 
On toys of wood or clay with legend writ 
Of " Nous reviendrons," or " Je reviendrai." 
The shops are full of them. The theme is fit 
To take the fancy. Tis of hope they speak. 
And joy's return, and comfort for the weak; 
Yet could I never like them. Though the thought 
Be hopeful, sadder food I could not seek 
For contemplation. Sad are those that bought, 
Lives unfulfilled, imperfect lives, that sought 
Renewal or completion. Thus each one 
Telling of hope to come, speaks sorrows .past. 
Dark places where the shades of death were cast 
On life and love, when homesteads glad with sun 
Grew dark with rainclouds. If the storm be done 
And life reopens, yet the passing blast 
Has nipped the fruitful labours of the year. 
Perchance has checked the growth of after years. 
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So these fond gifts are sprinkled all with tears : 
The hope is witness both to bygone fear 
And sorrow of to-day, though hope be here. 
If hope be fled, more piteously appear 
Such gifts the witness of dreams unfulfilled, 
Where hope was but a longing, disbelieved, 
Sent home in wish to solace those that grieved 
With false foundations where a hope might build ; 
Sent forth with mute repressions, throbbings stilled 
In aching hearts which faltering onward knew 
The heart-beats numbered. Figures white and frail, 
Ye near your night-time. All may read the tale 
And see the " Finis *' written, save the few 
Your love would blind, and blot the end from 

view 
With the last drops pressed forth from hearts that 

fail. 
So mothers in far England fondly keep 
The symbol of the swallows, and they pray 
For the returning nestling, till the day 
That peace has brought to their belovbd sleep ; 
But watchings manifold to those who weep 
To read the legend " Je reviendrai." 
Yet were the swallows symbols. One who cared 
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For each and all has watched the unsteady flight, 
Guiding it through the darkness of the night, 
And warming 'mid the frost till forth it fared 
Home with young wings into the summer light. 
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A PRAYER. 

Lord, Thou hast known my trials, being tempted. 

Lord, Thou hast known my sorrows, being tried ; 
Weak as myself, from sin alone exempted. 

Bearing sin for me, being crucified. 

Thou, Lord, alone art now my consolation. 
Whom, like to Peter, I have oft denied. 

Work out in me Thy work for my salvation. 
Bought by Thee dearly, being crucified. 

Thou knowest all my thoughts of evil, hidden 
E'en from myself, but none from Thee may hide. 

Show them to me, and after Thou hast chidden. 
Take them far from me, being crucified. 
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THE OLIVE, 

Fair, sweet, and quiet rest; and fruitfulness ; 

And colour blending all strong lights of day 

And high contrasting hues with softest grey ; 
With much of grace, the olive doth possess : 
With these contented, dons no gaudier dress 

For the bright annual festa of the May ; 

Repining not though sun or rain delay. 
Nor emulous to tower above the press. 

So, many a Dorcas, widow, wife, or maid. 

Life-rooted in her quiet sunny place. 
Sifts evenly her sunshine and her shade 

Through life whose gentle labours leave small trace ; 
And the last lightning gleaming on her face 

Shall find her bearing fruit, and not afraid. 
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RONDEL. 

A BREATH of perfumed air. 

Thank heaven for jessamine. 

Such stars were wont to shine 
About her soft brown hair. 
My thought was otherwhere. 

I trod the steep incline. 
A breath of perfumed air. 

Thank heaven for jessamine ! 

Thank heaven she once was fair. 
If she was never mine, 
One day was half divine, — 
Beside the highway bare 
A breath of perfumed air. 
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THE DUKE OF CLARENCE, 

Where'er we dwell, who boast our part 

In Britain's Empire, England's Queen 
Is common mother, central heart : 

And always, through the long-drawn scene 

Wherein she reigns, in joy and grief 
Her people as her sons have been. 

Still-footed, sudden. Death is thief 

From England's homestead, left forlorn 
Of ripening fruit and tender leaf. 

Once more the common heart is torn ; 

And millions weep with two that weep 
Their own, an empire's eldest born. 

Around the world is heard the deep 

Hushed voice of Death, — ^the whispered knell 
Of hopes which find eternal sleep, — 
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The fresh bright hope we loved so well ; 

And on all hearts of old and young 
A common kinship works its spell. 

We grieve for each bright dream which clung 

Round him who should have been our king ; 
And mourn with hearts more sorely wrung ; — 

Mourn most with her whom most the sting 
Hath harmed, the fair, unwedded bride. 
Our soul of ail our sorrowing. 

Yet help is found, where none divide 

A throne and people, but they share 
Such pains, closehearted, side by side. 

To heaven's expanse one cry, one prayer 

Ascends this day. Let foes deride. 
Our Star of Empire brightens there ! 
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THE BRETHREN, 

Jesus, thy brethren, sons with Thee 

Of life which was and is to be. 

Who fain would sit to left and right 

Of Thee upon thy throne of light, 

May this be theirs ? Shall some, found just, 

Clothed yet again with mortal dust. 

Live perfect, — die once more to save 

Young souls from terror of the grave 

In orbs which now to mortal ken 

Outnumber all the sons of men ? 

Shall those who live obedient here, 

And win the love which casts out fear 

Reign yonder 'neath Thy crown of thorns. 

The Christs of planets yet unborn ? 
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THE ''BIRKENHEAD,'' 

A TALE FOR ENGLISHMEN. 

All was silence. All was sleep. Night lay pillowed 
on the Deep, 

'Neath cold stars that watched unwinking in a cloud- 
less sky, 

And these whispered to the Wave, " Tell us stories of 
the brave. 

We would see this night thy pageant, *How the 
English die.' " 

Then the Ocean cried on Death, in his silent watch 

beneath, 
" Arm thyself for sudden slaughter. I will be to thee 

for aid ; 
For the Stars that rule this night would behold thee 

ride in might 
On thy warhorse of the waters, o'er the hearts of men 

afraid." 
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62 THE ''BIRKENHEAD:' 

From his stillness Death upstirred by the summons 

that he heard, 
Returning back his solemn answer to the mandate of 

the main, 
" I hear and I obey. Who are these thou wouldst 

dismay ? " 
" English men," boomed slow the thunder of the sullen 

Deep again. 



Then Death answered, " Thou hast oft borne my battle- 
flag aloft 

Till men's voices, shrill with terror, stilled the wailing 
of the wind. 

But the hearts of Englishmen are as lions in their 
den. 

Though thou crush them down to silence neither thou 
nor I may bind : 



" And the stars that look adown shall behold ourselves 

o'erthrown. 
And bear witness that our masters are these men of 

British race. 
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Though thy billows overflow till their limbs are 

stretched below, 
Their's the glory, their's the triumph who shall fight 

us face to face." 



Then the sullen ocean played around the ambush 

Death had laid, 
Rocking soft the gallant vessel where she rode its 

oily tide. 
Till she touched the hidden rock, and night echoed to 

the shock 
Of her rending, whilst the waters[stormed the breaches 

in her side. 



" A wreck ! a wreck ! a wreck I " Death's that war- 
cry ; but on deck 

No man cried. The captain's voice alone gave orders 
to his crew ; 

Whilst like ants out of the hold streamed young lads 
and veterans bold, 

Eaqh man seeing Death before him as a foeman that 
he knew. 
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Every seaman toiled with will, but the boatswain's pipe 

came shrill, 
" Sixty men to man the pumps." In a moment forth 

they stood — 
Sixty soldiers stark and strong paced that shattered 

deck along 
To give battle such as heroes seldom gave of field of 

blood. 



For these sixty, for the crew, there is somewhat set 

to do. 
And each comrade 'gainst his fellow striveth nobly in 

the race ; 
But four hundred red-coats stand to their ranks on 

either hand, 
Watching death draw nearer, nearer, whilst they eye 

him face to face. 



From the long low line of coast, half a league away 

at most, 
Life holds out a hand and beckons : " Safe is he that 

hither flies. 
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Now your chance is while she floats. For your lives, 

men, seize the boats I " 
But a coward is not found there, and no craven's voice 

replies. 



But those boats, 'tis shame to see, were but five, and 

are but three. 
Helpless women, little children, are enough to fill 

them all. 
Ah I the little ones and wives by the stronger stalwart 

lives 
Are girt round with living breastplates when 'tis need 

that Britons fall. 



So the feebler lives go free o'er the treacherous smiling 
sea, 

And the hearts of all are lightened that their toil is 
not in vain. 

Striving till the fierce onrush, when the waters over- 
gush 

All last fragment of denial, and the great ship parts 
in twain. 
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Then the one half settles down. Easier so perchance 

to drown, 
Than to live with these that linger 'neath the hollow 

eyes of Death. 
Cries a leader, " All is o'er ; there is naught we may 

do more ; 
But 'tis each man's right to strive alone, then strive 

whilst ye have breath. 



" Seize a barrel, seize an oar, so perchance escape to 

shore." 
" Ay," said one, " but none are cowards, and let no 

man help his case. 
Climbing yon overloaded boats." Then a cheer bursts 

from their throats. 
Fear will crouch to all who front him though Death 

slip him to the chase. 



Then the yearning waters rave, where men living see 

their grave 
Yawn beneath them, close upon them. Few there 

are find light again. 
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Scattered breathless far and wide on the surface of 

the tide, 
Specks and atoms tossing helpless on the bosom of 

the main. 



Still, the stronger, Britons true, find such deeds as 

Britons do. 
Yielding each his straw of vantage to the weaker out 

of twain, 
'Mongst them all, scarce one shall stand with the 

living on the land, 
Till the Spoiler spoil the ocean, and Death render up 

his slain. 



War hath champions without end. If one dieth for a 
friend. 

Highest is his deed of valour, and his great War- 
Captain known. 

Strong thin red line, heroes true, ye bear palm o'er 
Waterloo, 

Or the last man at Isandula who fought and died 
alone. 
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The names may yet exist in some old War-Office list, 
Of five hundred men that perished, heroes all. But 

tears might trace 
With diamonds, not gold, such a tale as here is told, 
How Death met young lads and veterans, and they 

stared him in the face. 



And the Stars that shone that night gazed upon a 

wondrous sight. 
Watching out the deathless story of the good ship 

Birkenhead, 
But the pale Stars fled away, shamed before the face 

of day, 
And the Sun looks down in glory on the faces of the 

dead. 
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A DEATHBED. 

To Earth's last hour of hope and fear 

She draweth near 

In night and silence. — Oh, to see and hear 

With her, for her, where now she wandereth 

About the shadowed entrance-ways of Death : — 

Her dim eyes seeking : — 

Her dumb lips speaking 

In questions, as it were, of one before. 

What does she see or hear ? Would she might tell 

What shape she follows, — answer, " All is well 

The path was dark, but there is light once more." 

Still the eyes seeking : — 

The white lips speaking ! 

It seems to us she cannot find some face, — 

Reach some stretched hand in that far place : 

But now, with fingers grasping, 

Her hands are clasping, clasping 

For hold ; the wasted limbs are lifted for embrace :- 



d by Google 



70 A DEATHBED. 

Those eager lips swift moving 
With questions trustful, loving. 
Look I Now some word we hear not smooths away 
The drawn cold lines of suffering we pained 
To see. Some kiss ? — some whisper to repay 
This long year's suffering with allay 
Of rest and peace and joy and love which she hath 
gained. 

Still the eyes seeking : — 

The glad lips speaking : — 

Those firm hands grasping, 

Whilst breath comes gasping. 

Is there yet such darkness of night 

That her eyes seek fuller light 

On the friend she is fain to see } 

But her hands ! They are fast, so fast I 

Shall she not see at the last 

E'er the shadow be quite overpast 

In the dawn of Eternity ? 

The lips cease speaking ! 
Still the eyes seeking ! — 
Seeking ! 
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(We gaze and gaze until our prayer 

And all our hope is with her there.) 

Some dawning wonder 

Rises thereunder, 

And then, ah, slowly — slowly 

Rises a spirit holy 

On the still face bestowing 

Beauty beyond our knowing, — 

Ours, who have loved her so long, — 

Ours, whose love was so strong. 

Through the veil of our tears overflowing 

The Angel that came, her friend. 

Blesses us, even us, at the end 

In our vision of her going. 

Quick with one gleam of the Light of Birth 

Is our darkness of sorrow this night upon Earth. 
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PARALYSIS. 

FROM "DAMOCLES:' 

All my laughter, all my tears, 
All my kisses, all my strife. 
All my warmer throbs of life. 
Are as pictures of past years. 
All my present is to sit, 
Like one opium-drugged and dumb. 
Watching players go and come 
From my sofa in the pit. 
All my future is the scene 
On the stage, an outside tale. 
Gay, romantic, trite, or stale. 
Played before its shifting screen. 

/ can never play my part. 
Strut with others on my stage, 
Join their laughter, brave their rage. 
Clasp the heroine to my heart. 
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/ shall never sing aloud 
Joys of love, or pangs intense 
Of my injured innocence, 
Or portray the oppressor proud, 
Or the fool, with wit and sense, 
Superhuman gifts, endowed, 
Charming laughter from the crowd 
Of his saner audience. 
I gaze idle. None will stop 
On that stage where I have been, 
Till the night fall on the scene 
And for me the curtain drop. 
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WIND VOICES, 

FROM ''DAMOCLES:* 
I. — IN DESPAIR. 

Dying sparkles leap and fall 
Till the last light leaves my wall, 
Till the last faint crackles fail ; 
And a voice behind them all 
Sobs alone its ceaseless wail, 
Sighs beneath the mourning veil. 

Wakeful, midnight-wrapt, and still. 
Still with cords that cease to thrill 
Jarred by hammers of the day, 
I can hear it, hushed or shrill, 
Till the tense cords loosened sway, 
Streamers, wind-born every way. 
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On sad seas of wandering wind, 
Sobbing for the day behind, 
Sighing for the day before, 
Never rest or peace to find 
Over wastes where pulse no more, 
Breakers on a bounding shore. 

Sobbing 'neath dark voids of sky, 
Sighing as the clouds go by. 
Wailing loud, it shudders past ; 
Rises shrieking, but to die 
Struggling on with fainter blast. 
Idly, blindly, to the last. 

Lo, it sinks into a moan ! 
Surely now its strife is done ! 
Hush ! it sleeps, it finds its goal ; 
Nay, it wakens with a groan. 
Mourns and wails without control. 
Breaks in sobs that shake the soul. 

Mourner over all lost springs, 
Dirge of youthful hope it sings. 
Death of all 'mid passing pain. 
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Low on earth's cold breast it clings 
Sobbing with the soughing rain 
O'er her graves where all was vain. 

All was vain and all was nought, 
Plains whereon brave warriors fought, 
Fields where lovers kept fond tryst, 
Marts where myriads sold and bought, 
Graves — whence phantoms rise in mist, 
Windblown vapours, scantly wist. 

Love and hope, with sin and hate. 
Blended in one clay by fate. 
Power and beauty, toil and skill. 
Fallen earthwards soon or late. 
Fiercest gust of mighty will 
Dropped to wailing, and lay still. 

Good or bad, what matters which 
If the same grave wait for each ? 
Noble strife, or wailing low } 
Each hath grass, or marble niche, 
Both must weep their trouble through. 
Both must bend beneath the blow. 
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And the free wind strews their tomb 
With dead scraps of last year's bloom 
Now decayed like those beneath. 
Earth hath others in her womb, 
And the wind shall lend them breath, 
And the wind shall wail their death. 

Earth shall mourn, and mourn, and mourn 
Children that no more return, 
Wind her sweeper night and day, 
Bearing corpses, to what bourn ? 
Hither ? Thither ? Who may say ? 
Wandering winds seek every way. 
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WIND VOICES, 

FROM "DAMOCLES:' 
II. IN RESIGNATION. 

Winds that wandered, winds that wept 
On earth's bosom whilst she slept, 
And dark clouds spread wide their wing, 
From your chilly couch ye leapt 
Wide the entrance gates to fling 
For the children born of Spring. 

Let me listen as I lie 
Over-canopied by sky, 
On a flower-sprent carpet rare. 
Watching sunflecked shadows fly 
Wheeling, wavering, in air, 
Song and sunshine everywhere. 

Winds that tore the clouds away 
From the threshold of the May, 
Ye have known December's frost, 
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Longest night, and shortest day, 
But as barriers to be crossed 
Where your eddies beat and tossed 

Till ye reached fresh springs again, 
Fresher for the spraying rain, 
Cleaner from your mist and scum. 
Well it is ye had not lain 
Waiting sunnier days to come 
Idle, rusting, wasting, dumb. 

Ye from shades where Winter lowers 
Brought forth nouriture of showers. 
Ye have scattered wide the seeds, — 
Seeds which Summer knew for flowers, — 
Flowers which Autumn mourned dead weeds 
When ye strowed them on the meads. 

Weeds that withered lay and sere 
On the dead heart of last year 
Scentless, tempest-tossed, and pale. 
Slept /neath snow-shrouds on the bier 
Till the shroud grown bridal veil 
Melted in your warmer gale. 
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Then the life that slept beneath 
Time's old covenant with Death 
Woke with spirit of ihe mom ; 
And each blade leapt from its sheath, 
Earth's old children newly born, 
Flowers and fruits and golden com ; — 

Flowers and yellow com and fmits 
From dry seeds and mgged roots 
Out of graves of earthly mould, 
Where they hid their tender shoots 
Neath the inner warm enfold 
Of a mantle surface-cold. 

Winds, no more ye mourn and mourn 

For a hope without retum, 

For a toil without delight ; 

Through dead quicksets barbed with thorn 

Wailing, shrieking your affright 

In the dead of winter night. 

But ye glide soft-voiced along, 
Breathing perfume, bearing song 
Of young gladness born of May, 
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Guard its growth to Summer strong, 
Knowing harvest and decay, 
Sleep and waking, night and day, 
One with life which breathes alway. 
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CONSOLATION IN NATURE, 

FROM "A WOMAN'S LOSS.'* 

A Spirit passed by the plain of snow, 

When the crown of the misty land was hoar ; 
And the Spirit spake, " Shall a streamlet flow, 
Or the grass be green, or the daisies blow. 

When the soul of summer is dead and frore ? " 

And my Spirit groaned, " I will make a grave 
For the rest of a Summer I loved so well. 

Ere the jealous hate of the North wind drave 

His fleeting warmth with its icy spell 
In the hidden places of earth to dwell." 

Moreover, the Spirit spake and said, 
" I seek but I have not found his form. 

Is he buried deep in a snowy bed ? 

Or laid 'neath the pall of the cloud overhead, 
To be carried hence by the thunderstorm ? " 
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And the old Earth wailed, "He is not with me ; " 

And the dark Cloud muttered, " He lies not here/' 
Then my Spirit cried, " O Wind of the sea. 
Hast thou carried the Summer away with thee ? 
I will follow thy flight till I find his bier." 

And the Wind spake, " Lo, I have wandered wide, 
And in many a land doth a Summer bide 

That rests from flight in the hither sky. 
But I know not whither they soar to hide. 

I have not found where their corpses lie." 

" O Wind of the sea, if my love be slain, 
Thou hast watched his eyelids close. I ask 

If another than thee beheld his pain ? 
If a greater than thee took up thy task, 

And hath looked on the spot where he doth remain ? " 

The Wind sighed, " Never a mourner came. 
But I mourn alway alone, alone. 

For Summers that flush with a face of flame 
Till I love their beauty, but all are gone. 
And the heart of the Earth grows hard as stone. 
G 2 
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" And thy sweet Summer seemed fair and warm, 
And strong as the love of thy youth should be. 

The hot heart burst in the thunderstorm. 
The fierce hail withered the verdant lea. 
And his lightnings break upon house and tree." 

And the Spirit cried, " Thou art true, O Wind ; 

But my heart seeks ever its vanished mate. 
His burden is laid on my toiling mind, 
I seek him alway and may not find, 

For my lover hath left me desolate. 

" O Sun, that stood 'gainst my lover's foes, 

Hast thou carried his corpse to thy kingly seat, 
Where the life of undying Summer glows } '' 
And the Sun said, " Surely a Summer goes 
From hence with the dower of light and heat ^ 

" But the warmth that I lend is only mine 
Till stars in their courses fail and die. 

And my light that did with his form combine 

Is lost in the paths of infinity. 
But the soul of Summer doth always shine. 
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" If thy Summer on earth be dead and cold, 
It lives where no storm of the earth hath fled — 

A link in the chain of eternal gold, 

Whose lustre is undiminished. 
Look inward at life and its source behold I " 
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A TWILIGHT dying fast in dusk — 
An Autumn, into Winter's cold — 
A painted heath, to frozen wold 

Where seedless stands the empty husk, 

Is Hope, that totters to its grave 
Adown the chilly stairs of age, 
Earthborn, and powerless to assuage 

Its thirsts, and void of shelter save 
The pit which waits its pilgrimage. 

A swallow flying towards the sun — 
A holly bright with fruit and leaves — 
An upland crowned with golden sheaves, 

Is Hope, that from the years have won 

A heart no Winter numbs with chill — 
A light that shineth night and day — 
A life that death may never slay, — 

And loving tears whose parent rill 
Was love that passeth not away. 
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YOUTH AND AGE. 

Youth and age were bargaining. 

Youth showed Age a po$y-ring ; 
•' Poor old fellow, I wait to see 
What you will find to mate with me. 

Search, search well, but what will you bring 

To give me in change for my golden ring ? " 

'' 'Tig a golden love-gift fair to see, 
But I bring thee somewhat \.o match with thee. 
Bethink thee, I am not old in vain : 
Around my breast is a golden chain. 
Link by link was it gained by me, 
For my gold has been put to usury." 

Youth shook down the curls from her head. 
'* What wilt thou give me for these } " she said. 

'* These are not for the old to wear ; 

Yet I will bid for thy golden hair. 
I will offer a golden thought instead 
Of every hair on thy golden head." 
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Youth had an anchor of pearls on her breast. 

" Buy them ! " she said ; " you must give your best." 
" Yea," said Age, " for thy pearls of price 
I will yield thee out of my merchandise 

An Anchor wherewith a wave-tossed breast 

May harbour in haven and be at rest." 

Where the garment of youth had fallen apart 
Was a heart that throbbed on her own warm heart.- 
" Ah ! " said Age, " if I take it away 
Thou must wait its price till the break of day. 
Meanwhile, as I find not its worth in the mart, 
Take ointment of spikenard for this thy heart." 

Youth was grieved and sad for her loss. 

She set on her bosom an ebon cross. 

" This I leave till thy heart be still," said Age, 
" And the end of traffic and pilgrimage. 

Though the cross on thy bosom heave and toss 

I have shapen my couch of rest to a cross." 
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FROM " THE gnome:' 

Hail to thee, hail to thee, King ! 

Manifest now as my Lord. 
Thy slave hath beheld a new thing, 

And the truth shall be his to record. 



Long have I dreamed in the d^irk ; 

Long I believed thee a stone ; 
But thine eyes have been faithful to mark. 

And we fight not our battles alone. 

Take me again to thy breast. 

Teach me to suffer and weep. 
There like a babe would I rest. 

Thence as thy child would I creep. 
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Teach me thy primer of mind. 

Teach by the shade and the tear. 
Teach by the pains of my kind. 

Teach by the type of a year. 

Tell me of things that lie hid 
Far in the glooms of the past. 

Tell me of uses forbid. 

Hint of our fates at the last. 



Tell me of rest and of task, 
Birth and the duties of day, 

Sin that hath stood as thy mask. 
Age, and our passing away. 
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A LITTLE Cupid fluttered down 
Amidst the rose-leaves overblown. 

Drifted thus to funeral, 

White and waxen-limbed and small, 
Oh, wherefore was he born at all ? 

A moment's pleasure past recall 

Was his before his burial. 
Folded in a fallen leaf, 
Lay him down, with decent grief, 
For passing sunshine all too brief. 

One moment he had life and heat. 
But now, he sipped one drop of sweet. 

In the fairest flower was gall ; 

Hidden stinging insects crawl 
Through the lily's golded hall. 
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He shall not hear the cushat call, 
Or join the bees at festival. 

Where he lies, with hands across, 
Raindrops sob amid the moss, 
And sky and earth are grey with loss. 
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A BALLAD OF THE MARRIAGE 
SUPPER, 

The King was seated at the feast 

Made ready for His bride, 
And His table was spread for many a guest 

To sit on either side. 

The cripples stood at the open gate 

And gazed at the banquet-hall. 
Cried the porter, ** Why do ye stand and wait ? 

Ye are bidden one and all." 

The first to stand on the palace floor 

Was a cripple lame of a leg. 
All day as he stood without the door 

He did beg, andbeg, and beg. 

For all the days of his wandering 
He had begged both night and day. 

But a lavish beggar was this — as a king 
He gave all his gains away. 
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And yet this beggar was blithe to see, 

And gifted with modest grace. 
In an ermine robe like a prince walked he 

As he passed .to the right-hand place. 

And the King said, " Soon art thou come, My friend 

And thy love to Us made thee fleet. 
All day thou hast striven My sheep to tend, 

Though thou haltedest on thy feet." 

The second beggar that came to the hall 

Was a dwarf with a merry eye. 
He held to the porter a friendly hand 

In greeting as he passed by. 

The garment he wore was of warmest wool, 
That was sheared from a spotless sheep. 

And the King said, " Welcome, my honest fool 
This left-hand place shalt thou keep. 

" My dwarf, thou wast nearer to earth than heaven, 

Yet heardest the porter's call. 
Thou hast played with My children from morn to even, 

And was tender with them all.'* 
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The third that came had a withered hand,, 
/ But strode with a soldier's mien, 
And rested, crowned with a myrtle crown, 
In a garment fair and clean. 

* Friend," said the King, " thou hast fought My fight, 

And wast faithful unto death, 
And thy withered limb has been strong to smite 
When thou drewest the sword from its sheath." 

Then came a lazar as white as milk. 

And feeble and nigh to fall, 
But a shining garment of whitest silk 

He wore, and it covered all. 

And the King said, " High didst thou fix thy gaze. 

And thy song was a lofty song. 
Yet oft hast thou stumbled in mountain ways 

And fallen thy length along." 

And the King spake on to the next that came. 

And the guest was deaf of an ear, 
" Good fellow, the herald thrice called thy name. 

Why wast thou so slow to hear ? " 
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Then one came in that lacked for a tongue 

To join with the bards in praise ; 
And another, a cripple, who since he was young 

Had crawled in the weary ways. 

And the last stole in with a garment thin 

As he shivered sore acold ; 
For his heart was weak, but his robe was white 

As driven snow on the wold. 

And the King said, " Beggar, thou art so clean, 

And hast travelled so daintily, 
Thou shalt wash the feet of thy fellows here 

Ere thy place shall be set for thee." 

Then turned He to His ministers : 

" My guests are hard to find. 
Go out to the yard 'neath the palace stairs 

And bring me in the blind." 

The first blind man was an aged Greek, 

The second a Persian sage ; 
The third was a monk, and his limbs were shrunk, 

For full sore was his pilgrimage. 



d by Google 



A BALLAD OF THE MARRIAGE SUPPER. 97 

The fourth was a Hindoo old and bowed, 

The fifth had a gift to sing ; 
The sixth was a negro, who howled aloud 

In his praise of the unseen King. 

The next was a Swiss with an itching palm 

That was greedy for its dole, 
And the last was a stunted Esquimaux 

Who had wandered south from the pole. 

Their robes were all out of homespun wrought, 

And were neither trimmed nor lined. 
If they covered the limbs there was little thought 

For their garments among the blind. 

And the King said, " Tend ye these poor blind men ; 

Lead each to his fitting place. 
They came one and all at My herald's call, 

Though they have not seen My face, 

" And still My board is broad enough 

From the dais down to the door. 
Go, hunt all sorts in the lanes and courts. 

And bring Me in the poor." 

H 
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The heralds went down through the crowded town, 

And o'er its strife and din 
Their message rang to bid the poor 

And burdened to come in. 

As they hurried in at the open door 

The porter was set to mark, 
And bade them change the things they wore 

Each 'neath his linen sark. 

" Put off," said he, "these rags in my sight 

Ere ye enter to the board, 
And go but in your linen white 

To banquet with my Lord." 

The first to cast his rags away 

Had been a learned wight. 
Who starved his stomach all the day 

To feed his lamp at night. 

The second laid aside a bag 

With mouldy crusts of bread. 
Long had he stored his filthy hoard 

That his children might be fed. 
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Another drew a garment off 

Unchanged through half his life. 
The frowsy thing that he had to doff 

Had been made for him by his wife. 

The next that came had a graceful air 

And he looked both tall and stout ; 
But he gazed with a bewildered stare. 

On his fellows round about. 

" Put off thy rags/' the porter said, 

And he doffed them one by one, 
And ever lower he sank his head 

Till all his task was done. 

Old tattered robes of fur, the spoil 

Of many a various beast. 
And velvets thick with their grimy soil. 

He laid aside ere the feast. 

Till clean he stood in the golden glow 

That shone in the porter's hall. 
And seemed to have shrunk till his head was low 

With the meanest of them all. 

H 2 . , 
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One other alone was as thin as he, 

And cursed with a poorer blood, 
And the garment he painfully cast aside 

Was an old ascetic's hood. 

Now, the poor were many who crowded in, 

They were but a rabble rout. 
Their linen sarks were both short and thin 

As they seated them round about. 

And the King spake out to His hungry guests ; 

" I have bade ye come and eat, 
Though your work was slack and fair robes ye lack, 

I would have ye taste My meat." 

Then all the poor stood sorrowful, 

Beholding themselves unfit 
To sit at the board by the side of their Lord, 

But the heralds bade them to sit. 

The door was closed and the feast began, 
When one cried through the open grate, 

And the porter said, " Wast thou called, my man ? 
Thou art come to the door full late." 
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" I was bade come hitherward at the morn, 

But a grace I was fain to ask. 
What with sheep to be shorn and sowing of corn, 

My day was a day of task," 

" Thou art come in thy garb wherein thou hast toiled," 

Said the porter, " and may not stand 
In the palace yet with thy garment soiled. 

Go, wash thee with lye and sand." 

Another pushed to the gate and said, 

" Thou wilt let me in at the least, 
For I myself was this morning wed 

And have been at my own marriage feast ; 

'' And the wine was red and the guests were gay. 
Though we scarce have drunk our fill." 

Quoth the porter : " A drunken rout were they,. 
And thy wine has been apt to spill. 

'* Thy wedding garb is stained with red, 

And drunken is thy mien. 
Go home, or ever thou shalt be fed. 

Go hence and make thee clean." 
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The porter heard a footstep anigh, 
And he looked out through the grate. 

He saw a shadow go slowly by 
That came not up to the gate. 

The porter held forth his lanthom's light 

To guide the wanderer near, 
And cried, " What is he that thus prowls by night, 

And why doth he wander here ? " 

The wanderer stood in the lanthorh's glow — 

'Twas a mother-naked man, — 
And said, " I care not whither I go. 

And I know not where I began." 

Said the porter, " Wast thou not called this day 

To come to the marriage feast ? 
Then "why didst thou wander so far astray. 

And comest thou "how like a beast ? " 

" Ay, I heard talk of a King's command, 

But I know naught of a King. 
I can get my food with my own right hand. 

And a King is a needless thing." 
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" Alas ! thou hast lied of thy Lord so good," 

Said the porter, " and He will mourn 
That one went by who had scorned His food 

And shall nevermore return. 

" For though thou art weary, and weak and bare, 

And the night is dark and cold. 
Thou hast chosen to dwell with beasts in their lair 

Far off from the sheep in the fold." 
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On the Valley of Weeping 

The cloud is crushed down ; 
The trees shake and tremble ; 
The dying leaves drown ; 
The wind dashes onward and dieth ; 
The far-rolling thunder replieth ; 
The precipice shakes with their voices arid echoes their 
speech with a groan. 



In the valley is poison 

Whose pestilent breath 
Steams slowly in vapour 
From foulness beneath, 
Till its mantle is laid as the awning 
Of a night without star ; and the dawning 
Of a day cometh not to the Spirit of Life overshadowed 
by Death. 
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The deep ways are miry, 

And over the wold 
Are sloughs surface-frozen, 
For the valley is cold ; 
And the reeds by its marsh-pools quiver 
In a sorrow that quakes for ever ; 
And the bones of a host lie decaying untombed upon 
mosses and mould. 



- In the valley are voices 
That flit to and fro; 
And tread of tired footsteps 
Re-echoing slow ; 
And sounds of a strife unavailing ; 
And cries of a multitude, wailing 
In a grief without words that ascends not, but sinks 
'neath overburdening woe. 



There are broad blackened pinions 
Which float in its gloom ; 

And spirits that wander 
Untombed from the tomb ; 
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And graves of fair things Love hath cherished ; 
And pits where a people hath perished, 
Till their corpses lie heaped in a heap in the dark- 
ness, and yet there is room. 



And the valley is endless ; 

Its frost will not melt ; 
Its sloughs are unfathomed ; 
Its darkness is felt. 
The sorrow of Life for the dying 
Fills alway the air with its sighing. 
If the ways in the valley be footways, in darkness 
their signs are unspelled. 



The strong mountain-barrier 

Is cleft by no break. 
The waters are foul 

In its black-bosomed lake. 
There is never a runnel that floweth ; 
There is never a blossom that bloweth ; 
And the soul that remaineth shall perish in sleep that 
shall never awake. 
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From the vale none beholdeth 

The high mountain heads, 
If the foot travel upwards 
In terror it treads 
The crags by the edge of morasses 
With purpose to pass by the passes 
Where the snow climbeth high up the hillside, but 
none knoweth whither it leads. 



Till high on the snow-drift 

Is found purer air ; 
And, mist growing thinner, 
The eyes are made 'ware 
Of peril ; and he that ascendeth 
May light on a hollow that tendeth 
Still upwards, and draws to a path o'er the heights, 
and his way lieth there. 
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Flag that floats for Britain o'er her children's head, 
Crossed and banded Red, White, Blue. 

Life and heart and strife are painted first blood-red. 
Red may read as Draw ! Dare ! Do I 

White, that standeth central, hath the firmest stand. 

Faith it blends with Love, Law, Light. 
Cleanliness of life it teacheth to our land. 

May it be our Shield ! Strength ! Sight ! 

Blue is heaven above and blue our island's girth. 

Blue remembers Dead, Debt, Deed. 
Blue the distance beckons on o'er all the earth. 

Motto of it — Spread ! Seek 1 Speed ! 
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A DREAMLAND, whcrc in warm repose 
The winking sleepy hamlets doze, 
And softly breasted mountains close 

Upon a sun-kissed lake. 
Whose air is stirred but with the stir 
Of droning flies or locusts' whirr, 
Or floating wreaths of gossamer 

And falling platane-flake. 



Therein is heard no sound of dance ; 
But, like a people in a trance. 
Slow-eyed, and still of countenance, 

Dwell the Lotophagi, — 
Live shadows, not in joy or pain ; 
Nor think they much of loss or gain : 
Or hope, but hold that all is vain 

With tolerant vanity. 
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Yet have they laboured and have known, 
Ere yet they made this land their own, 
The salt sea's thunders, and the moan 

Or murmur of the wind 
Whereon the burden came and went 
Of Heaven's anger or content 
In pains or joys made evident 

To all the strings of mind. 



Here slumbers one who once might wield 
The sword, but, wounded in the field, 
Hath cast aside his useless shield 

And pitched a silken tent. 
Besprinkled o'er with golden stars. 
Wherein he lies — a worn-out Mars — 
To dream old onsets in old wars. 

Effete and somnolent. 



Another sometime played his part 

As huckster in the nation's mart 

With all a subtle placeman's art. 

Until his wit grew dull 



d by Google 



ON LAKE COMO. 

To aid his monarch with advice 
For deftly casting loaded dice, 
Or purchase at the lowest price 
And selling at the full : 



And now, his pleasure is to sit 
While drowsy insects round him flit, 
And use the remnants of his wit 

In seconding the toil 
Of ants. A horde he likes the best 
Find unhoped dainties in their quest, 
And guidance to a weaker nest 

Whose eggs are valued spoil. 



A girl sits yonder where the lawn 

Is thickest shadowed ; quite withdrawn 

To listless languor, there at dawn 

There will she be at eve. 
She doth not laugh ; she doth not cry ; 
Questioned, a half-word makes reply. 
Who knoweth as the hours run by 
What plaits her fancies weave } 



d by Google 



112 ON LAKE COMO, 

Young, silent, lonely, without care 
Or task to lead her otherwhere, 
She seems content to breathe the air 

In shelter from the rays 
Of noonday heat ; and if there lies 
Some tale of Cupid's cruelties 
Beneath her pallor, in her eyes 

No spark of fire betrays. 



She will not spread coquettish toils 
To add a trifler to her spoils, 
A little beau all scents and oils, 

Well shod, and clothed with care ; 
Who prowls anigh with eyes subdued 
To their most sentimental mood, 
Or strikes his favourite attitude 

And hums his favourite air. 



He apes in garb the Englishman. 
His reading is Parisian, 
His life hath neither plot nor plan 
Beyond the passing hour. 
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Courtship is habit in a breed 
Without a motive force or creed. 
Black coffee is his primal need, 
The next a button-flower. 



Hard by them, crowned alike with snows, 
Two ancient women knit or doze, 
A glancing moment will disclose 

That likeness ceases there. 
The one has battled through her life, 
Wife, wife and widow, then a wife, 
Now lone again, ere close of strife 

She mourns that she was fair. 



The other, sour and stiff and grim, 
Was never troubled by such whim. 
And scatheless, vinegar and prim. 

Has only loved herself. 
She scents a vicious neighbourhood. 
Is stirred by no unbending mood. 
Is very nice about her food. 

And careful of her pelf. 
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Two little things now mar her rest, 
The first stomachic, but her breast 
Heaves more with qualms of virtue, lest 

Her erring neighbour dare 
Make some approach to her. In sooth, 
Though not all blameless in her youth. 
Yet, set 'neath Gorgon eyes of Truth, 

She dies not in their glare. 



And hither comes a worse than she, 
A singing woman, fit to be 
Bound in the chains of Misery, 

Fed on Affliction's store, — 
A creature who has stood to brave 
The public gaze, and sung her stave 
O'er tides of flattery, till the wave 

Has left her on the shore. 



Poor wreck ! A ghost of beauty clings 
Yet in her hollow eyes, whose rings 
Of bistre part are passion's stings. 
Part fruit of nightly toil, 
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Part fruit of envyings and remorse 
For vanished talents. " Once her course 
Was splendid, but hath failed at source 
To lead her to the spoil. 



She stands at times and seems to hear 

Far-distant echoes in her ear 

Of strains once loved, and half in fear 

One second gazes round. 
And then a momentary flash 
Gleams forth beneath the painted lash, 
I think she hears the deafening crash 

Of thronging plaudits sound. 



So fierce old times, so tame the new 
For her and others here ! I view 
Old fields, and scarce can deem it true 

That here such passions warred 
As drove a statesman from the helm 
Of state, yet led him first to 'whelm 
In war the fated trusting realm 

He had been set to guard. 
I 2 
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In truth this is a selfish land 
Wherein, by sultry breezes fanned, 
The banner trembles in the hand, 

The sword is laid aside. 
And as for the laborious pen. 
It splutters like a scratching hen 
When bade to go to work again, 

So long it is untried. 



In days where none determineth, 
Elysian fields are fields of Death, 
And Life that wears a cypress wreath 

Hath little in his view ; 
Poor elves of Passion, Insight, Will, 
Eternal opiates mock your skill. 
But Cupid finds some mischief still 

For idle hearts to do. 



We count no days, who linger here, 
But go by seasons of the year. 
And grudge the Winter, drawing near 
Our poppied dream to close 
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With chilly hands that nip and freeze 
The foliage of our sheltering trees, 
And pinch us from our selfish ease 
And purposeless repose. 



When sapless waifs drift to and fro 
Amongst the vineyards, we must go 
Like these, with just a moment's throe 

At parting from the spot 
Wherein w£ sunned ourselves awhile, 
To seek in vain the fabled isle 
Whereon the heavens will always smile, 

And sorrows are forgot. 
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Bright shone the sun on the pennons gay 
As the good ship sailed from Norroway, 
And the old King stood by the waterside 
And cried to his daughter across the tide, 
" Thy cup with gladness, dear child, o'erbrim ; 
But gladden our eyes ere our sight grow dim." 

And his Queen said, " Nay, our old hearts are fain, 

But no more shall our child return again. 

The bride of the King of Albin's son 

May hither return no more alone." 

Salt fell her tears on the shingly shore. 

" Oh, my child, my child, thou are mine no more." 

The bride looked up in the bridegroom's face, 
As she stood close held in his dear embrace. 
And he answered loud, for their thought was one, 
" Ye have lost no child. Ye have gained a son. 
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And your children dear, though the world be wide, 
Shall as one return, still side by side." 



At Drontheim, down by the windy shore, 

Stood the old King and his Queen once more ; 

And the Queen said, " Nay, though our hearts be fain. 

She shall gladden our eyes no more again." 

But the King said, " Yea, our son's word was true, 

And we have no more one child but two." 

What is so white where the seabirds cry. 

Where the breakers dash and the foam springs high ? 

The old King went to the rocks and cried, 

" They have come as they left us, side by side." 

Fast fell his tears as he whispered low, 

" My boy, my girl, ye have kept your vow." 

What wis the cry which the old King heard ? 
An infant's wail or an ocean bird ? 
A living babe in the dead embrace 
Looked with blue eyes in the old King's face. 
The tears from his eyes gushed forth anew. 
One child was his that he loved as two. 
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There be fifty brother eras in the story of mankind, 
Each with arts, and wars, and evils, and a glory lieft 

behind; 
But, of all the fifty brothers in the long historic list. 
One shall live beyond the others, as the Nineteenth 

after Christ. 
Born in Europe's time of travail, it has watched young 

nations rise. 
Seen deep mysteries imravel, and the fall of ancient 

lies, 
Buried world-old superstitions, which had held man- 
kind in thrall, 
Nourished newer impositions, heard a mighty trumpet 

call, 
" Freedom stirs for her awaking, and her dream has 

passed away : 
Red and gold her dawn is breaking with the promise 

of the day." 
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Fades the red and spreads the golden on the outskirts 

• of a night 
Where the nations long withholden greet the coming 

of her light : 
For the fifty brother centuries brought children to 

their birth 
In a night-time or a twilight, which is still o'er half 

the earth. 
Dark are many close to haven, but a refuge shall they 

find, 
On the gates whereof is graven, " Man is man through- 
out mankind." 
For the people of dark ages as a pageant come and go, 
Rise up as Mars, — ^brief gods of Wars, and melt away 

like snow. 
Egypt, Assyria, Babylon, the Median, and the Greek, 
The Roman, Goth, and Saracen with ghostly voices 

speak 
Of earth made foul and drunk with bloodshed, reddened 

in the glow 
Of flaming homesteads, where in flood the legions 

overflow, 
Like swelling torrents in their might, which from their 

surf upfling 
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Gay bubbles gleaming o'er each fight, — 2l captain or a 
king; 

Till earth hath sucked her floods again, and, where^ 
the tide did pass, 

There Hes but scum and rusty stain amidst her grave- 
yard grass. 



Old actors go, the new come forth, and on the stage 

there stands 
A Janus ; East, West, South, and North he stretches 

out his hands 
To nations scattered o'er the sphere ; and some clasp 

hands in love. 
And some are bowed to him in fear ; but, where his 

servants move. 
Though mighty blades be in their hands, to reap the 

battle-swath, 
They waste not homes and harvest-lands, nor slay in 

wanton wrath. 
The slave, the woman, and the child, are safe where 

these have been, 
And the wronged and poor, the wide world o'er, bless 

Britain and her Queen. 
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Through half this wondrous century have those hearts 

together grown, 
For Victoria loves her people, and her people love the 

throne. 
Her name has prophesied in war, but more of peaceful 

bands 
That wrested spoil with honest toil from vanquished 

Nature's hands. 
Great colonies and mighty arts have thriven, but 

Britain's pride 
Was greatest in the noble hearts that went forth on 

her side — 
True captains for a Christian war, and pitiful as 

brave. 
If Havelock, like a gleaming star, went glorious to his 

grave, 
His name has living force to bind the brave to Britain's 

throne, 
And the Arab died for Gordon, and the slave for 

Livingstone. 
Yet, ere Victoria's reign began, were deeds whose 

echoes ring 
From clashing steel a thundrous peal, that chimes 

" God save the King ; " 
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And loud the anthem of those chimes, for loyal hearts 

were strong, 
Though monarchs feebler than their times brought 

blemish to the song. 
But glad were honest souls to greet the blaze of 

chivalry. 
Wherewith old England changed her hymn to raise 

our new chant high. 
When from the throne, whence men derive ensample, 

dawned the force 
Of gentle purity of life, with conscience for its 

source; 
Then, desired as ne'er another in their hearts Victoria 

stood 
With the daughter, wife, or mother, as the type of 

womanhood ; 
And England's love was with her child, the maid of 

seventeen, 
When Britons praised their virgin star and sung " God 

save the Queen." 
" God save the Queen, her days prolong, God bless 

the crown she wears." 
Such heart^felt hymn no round-head sung, such song 

no cavaliers ; 
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It throbs with all her subjects' hopes; it trembles with 

their fears ; 
Five hundred million souls have sung its million 
million prayers 

Ascending to the throne of Heaven ; 

Then, in the glad year eighty-seven, 

Give thanks for fifty years. 

For the fifty years have passed away 
The British Empire is glad this day 
In hoary world-centres of Asia 
From Aden eastward to far Cathay, 
By Nile and all waters of Africa, 
In young cities of Australasia, 
Amid forests and cornfields of Canada. 
" God save the Queen and her days prolong." 

With a mighty voice bid the song rejoice 
In many a nation and tribe and tongue. 

It has whispered low in her hour of woe ; 
It has made us strong, when we fought with wrong ; 
It has thrilled with evej-y trait that endears ; 
It was sung when those that are old were young ; 
And God has barkened to this our song 
For fifty years. 
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" God save the Queen." 
Echo it round the world 
From the old home to the new ; 
For, wherever our flag is unfurled, 
And the name of Britain known, 
There are hearts of those that are true 

To the throne. 
There are hearts of those that be true, 

And heads that bow in fear. 
And knees that kneel in wrath or in shame. 
The hearts that be true give a royal due, 
And those in fear shall be drawn anear. 
And those in shame have themselves to blame ; 
But many that strove 
Have been ruled in love 
Till they bless Victoria's name. 
The wronged have blessed when she righted wrong, 
Till the poor and oppressed might stand with the 
strong, 

And they take up the strain and bear it along, 
" God save the Queen, and lend her grace." 
The prayer ascends from a mighty throng. 
Lord, hearken yet to their prayer and song ; 
For she sits on high in the giddiest place 
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Whereon or woman or man hath been 
Since the Earth was young ; 
And Earth grows old, but she hath not seen 
Or heard such chorus of her sons 
In praise of their Kings and mighty ones 
As this "God save the Queen." 

Five hundred million human souls 
Have lived beneath her sway. 
Though the funeral bell for ever tolls, 
Yet the half of them live to-day. 
And the million million prayers 

Of all that did obey 
Have strengthened the crown she wears 
For fifty years, — 
Ay, fifty years — 
Time for a babe to grow grey. 
Time for a truth to be born, 

For tumults and mutinies. 
For triumphs and victories, 
For lapse of a national hate or scorn. 

Or for nations to arise. 
Time for increase in wealth or peace, 
Time for the work of the wise, 
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Time wherein martyrs and saints might feed 

All nations afar with the gospel seed. — 

We have seen these things with our eyes 

And our Queen hath watched them all, 

Having tears that came at our call 

And joy in our festival, 

Till she reigns in every heart. 
In the mine and in the mart, 
In the fields and on the seas. 

As a friend who bears a part 

In her people's every smart 

With a touch that lendeth ease. 

Deo in excelsis gloria I 
In this glad year of eighty-seven, 
That a length of days was given 
To His handmaid Queen Victoria. 
May her light be bright towards even 
Ere it setteth in the heaven. 
Shout, ye joyful people, shout ! 
Let the glad bells ring it out, 
Trumpet's blare and cannon's roar 
Bear it on from shore to shore. 
Till our song grown more and more 
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Hath been girdled as a girth, 

Broader now than heretofore, 

Laid upon the whole round earth, 

Binding as one family 

All the children of the free. 

So, her throne's firm base shall rest, 

Buttressed every wave to breast 

Here on earth, — o'er-canopied 
By the love of Him who died. 
Strong in toils laborious, 
Brave in all things perilous. 
Rich m trophies glorious, 
May she long reign over us 
Victoria victorious ! 

As in the fifty summers that have been, 
In every good or ill, 
O Lord, our hope fulfil 1 
For her people's prayer is still 

" God save the Queen 1 " 

January /, 1887. 
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There is a people in these latter days. 

Agnostics, Knownothings, or Nihilists, 

Anti-logicians, Anti-scientists, 
Anti-religionists, or any craze 
That brings their name before the public gaze, 

Vague angry voices wandering in mists, 

Unteachable, dense matter that resists 
Knowledge and truth, corpse-candles whence no blaze 
For guidance shines, mind-jungles where no ray 

Of light can pierce through the bewildering maze, 
Their function blind negation of the day. 

Knowledge, advancing, heeds not, nor delays 
For antic " Anti " dust that clouds her way. 

Drifting in angry gusts that fools upraise. 
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God touched the sleeping essences of man 

And said, " Be born 
My child ; and as a child go forth to scan 
Thy garden playground, stocked with flower and thorn, 
Walled in by tracts unknown. 
These keep I for mine own, 
But lend thee here an open book to teach 
The things within thy reach 
Of thought or touch. 
Behold ! all such 
Are thine to know. Moreover, there is One 
Will be thy help beyond. Mine only Son 
Shall teach thee to discern 
Things that thou couldst not learn ; 
My own humility, 
My love for thee. 
My toil and tenderness for smallest things^ 
Mine all, and safe beneath the sheltering wings 

K 2 
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Of their All-father. For no jot is lost, 
No atom wasted, of the endless host. 
No breath but stirs obedient to the call 
Sent through the Infinite to guide them all, 
'Mid times and spaces where no eye may see 
Save Mine, but each least fragment marked by Me, 
The Eternal Soul that wraps infinity." 

The newborn babe that's blessed. 
In love's warm arms caressed. 
Nought knows, or cares to know 
Save love ; and even so. 
Reposing on a fonder breast, 
God's child lay naked on Love's side and knew 
Only his Father smiling in the blue 
Of parent love that girt him ; without shame. 
As in love's bosom still, 
Trusting in that from whence he came, 
He feared no ill, 
His life, his will. 
All love's ; and every need from love's own side 
Drank in content, and slumbered pacified. 

There nursed, he learnt his alphabet of love. 
The birds, the flowers. 
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The changing wonders of the sky above. 
The rivulets, the showers, 
All spake their Father's tongue, and claimed his 

brotherhood, 
Children alike of Him who "saw that they were 

good." 

But he that thinks the Father keeps His best 
From His own child, hath never any rest. 
Grasping for things forbidden, that his eyes 
May look into some fancied paradise 

Other than God's. He deems 
That, could he shape his dreams. 
He might build up a place 
Where he and all his race 
As Gods might sit 
To fashion it 
According to their will, hid from the Father's face. 
Froward, he thinks to fill 
God's seat. For children still 
Deny their littleness. 
Not caring to confess 
Entire d<Bpendence on another's will, 
Entire indebtedness. 
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Sitting in halls of Space and Time, 

They hear through walls a chant sublime, 
That mighty chime 

That pulses through Infinity, 

Its echoes of Divinity, 
And catching one stray chord of the vast harmony 

They mirror faults in it. They idly fling 

A plummet on a string 

Of finite thought and sense 

Down through the deep Immense, 
And boast it as the full recording measure 
Of the Unknown, reserved in the eternal treasure. 

Knowledge, His gift, is good. 

The tree hath wholesome food. 

The wise man and the poet. 

Who take good seed and sow it, 
Eat and are filled. They watch each growing frond, 

And know it 

A finger pointmg to wide realms beyond 

Thither it sends forth shoots 

Rich with fresh fruits. 
All sweet at heart with sun ; but they that find. 

And hasty gnaw the rind, 
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Fill all their bosom with an empty wind, 

A flatulence of mind. 

Whilst others, seeking evil, 

Stoop to the earthy level 
And gather husks ; nay, bending prone. 

Deem such alone 

(Refuse the devil 
Shook from the dead branches down) 
Sole fruit upon the highest summit grown. 

We are but children all, 
Who creep, or run, or fall, 
The universe our school, this earthly ball 
Our playground. Listen, for the Father's voice 
Bids us rejoice. 
He sends us toys 
To learn from, sport with, not to make. 
We cannot fashion them, nor break 
Beyond His power to mend ; 
For He will keep each waif 
Stored by Him to the end. 
That after children may behold it safe. 
If we, like our own little ones, be loath 

To play, and curious seek the springs 
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That move our toys, mayhap the growth 
Is stunted stooping, and the soul hath feebler wings 
To carry it beyond its rest on things 
Into the heavens. We search out the machine, 
And gazing thereupon think to discern 
What all its endless wheels and forces mean ; 
And if we humbly learn 
To worship the all-powerful skill 
Of Him who wrought it of His will 
There is a gain, but heavy is our cost, 
The charm, the poetry of our toy is lost. 
For he who scans his frame, 
To study how it came 
Forth into life, will take his tools and try 
Each secret till he leaves it bare and dry. 
One takes a spark out of his battery 

To stir a hideous laughter 
On a dead face, and when he gazes after 

On the glad laughing features of his boy 
Will mark like muscles twist. 
What is romance to the anatomist. 
Or beauty such as hers who ruined Troy, 
But of his old intricate female toy 
Constructed like another ? Take the flower that blows 
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'Neath the March hedges, when the melting snows 

Leave sodden grass-banks bare : a heaven-bom thing 

Of joy to childhood, but to him who knows 

And searches, common toy of cellulose 

Less worthy thought than many. Could he bring 

His childhood's eye to study the primrose, 

His Winter were the nearer to the Spring ; 

And great his gain, for faith 

Is blessed. Who could breathe 
At ease, if pent in prison walls where death 
Stood as blank loss of all ; save hope came there 
Of love beyond the grave, and present care. 

Fellow children, ye who love your dolls or break them, 

Melt the wax and sift the sawdust, ye are free. 
There are lessons in them all if ye will take them. 
And the lessons writ in all of them agree. 
Things the youngest child may read in. 
And the poorest help his need in 
With the key. 
Initial, heading all the endless scroll. 
The key which hath unlocked the sapphire gate 
Through which the vapours of creation roll 
Distilled to starry spray. The aureole 
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Which crowns the patience of the saints who wait. 

The Bethel ladder angel hosts descend. 

The index cipher on the dial plate, 

Pointing through all its numbers to a goal. 

The bourn wherein all crossing orbits blend. 

The unhorizoned girdle of control, 

Whereon the seeming headstrong bolts of fate 

Find out a master curve to which they bend. 

The thread on which from heaven depends the soul 

About the fringes of a robe of state 

That warms and shelters and enwraps the Whole 

In one great seamless garment none may rend — 

The Meg-omicron, birth less, without end. 
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PROMT "DAMOCLES." 

I WAKE from sleep, and life is still a dream, 
Dreamed in sad silences and listless hours. 
No fresher gale uplifts the deathly steam 
From dreary levels, whereon grow no flowers, 
Nor any rise of prospect-vantage towers. 
The sands slide slowly in my darkened glass ; 
I count the midges in their joyless round. 
Or the rain plashing on the stagnant pond. 
I watch the black shade on my dial pass, 
And only wonder if it nears its bound. 

I am outside of all. Alone ! Alone ! 

Like Memnon watching o'er the flooded Nile. 

With some dead peace in drear wide eyes of stone, 

Regardant of decay, he bears no smile, 

But marks small change within a weary while. 
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Time is to us as nothing save the dim 
And unhorizoned level of the flood, 
Whose feeble eddies round our ankles brim, 
Whilst all around the transient wildfowl skim, 
And nightly the broad sun sinks down in blood. 
One day is as ten myriads of days, 
And one night as a night of ages past. 
We may not measure the mysterious ways. 
Or reach to any compass of the vast, 
To find if there be first thereon or last. 

A helpless mummy, in stiff linen swathe, 
Slave-borne upon a grimly-pictured pall 
Forth from sarcophagus to festival 
In drear reminder to wild guests who bathe 
Their sense in wine, dead-eyed, I see them all. 
One shrinks a little. One a maiden fair 
Glances all idly, curious at most : 
Her youth with death in life have nought to share. 
Her neighbour bends black brows in angry stare, 
Then chides some hidden fear with outward boast ; 
But none applaud my pageant. All would grasp 
The present with firm grip. The future lies 
Beyond the warmth of any bosom's clasp. 
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Beyond the hopes and joys that all men prize, 
A loveless lifeless corpse in youth's bright eyes : 
Or chrysalis at most, whose rougher rind 
Speaks nothing of a beauty hid from view, 
With wings ungrown to sail the balmy wind. 
And mouth unmeet to sip the honey'd dew, 
Till all the old life perish to a new. 
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" What is there lying beyond the sea ? " 

" Come, little Blanche, and sit on my knee. 

There is lying a lovely land of spring, 

Where the rose has no thorn, and the bee no sting, 

Where the bright sky is flecked but with April showers, 

And the air is sweet with the smell of flowers, 

Meadows of violets and daffodils 

Fresh with the spray of a thousand rills. 

Whilst glad bright songs of the parent birds 

Fill the soft wind-whispers with loving words ; 

And this land lying beyond the sea 

Is your own land, Blanche — it is lost to me. 

" Further, we reach the enchanted land 

Where beautiful castles of cloudland stand, 

A warmer land where the ladies bright 

Bind each their favour on gallant knight ; 

And the knights are handsome and strong and true, 

And one perchance is awaiting you. 



d by Google 



THE LANDS BEYOND THE SEA, 143 

'Tis a beautiful land, and its fruits are fair. 
But harbours dragons of doubt and care, 
And here and there in some lonely spot 
A lady lies weeping her prisoned lot. 
We hope that the best of its gifts may be 
For you, my pet ; they are not for me. 

" Next we enter, an upland plain, 

Wealthy with pastures and golden grain, 

A land of summer, a fruitful soil. 

But also a land of care and toil ; 

With happy homesteads, and orchard meads, 

But a soil productive of many weeds ; 

Children's voices, and harvest songs. 

By fierce deep torrents of human wrongs ; 

Still, happy, for those who do not shirk 

Their allotted share of its harvest work ; 

So this land lying beyond the sea 

May be glad for you, and perchance for me. 

'^Then we slowly climb up the lofty hill. 
Where the snows are lying white and chill. 
And high on the distant crest may find 
A shelter to gaze on the view behind, 
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A little haven of rest ere we 

Launch forth on the waves of a further sea ; 

And as we turn to look back again 

On the track we have travelled across the plain, 

May we see it, with grain and orchards fair, 

The fruit of the seeds we have planted there ; 

So the hill that hangs o'er the clouded* sea 

Shall be happy resting for you and me." 

** What is there beyond the further sea ? " 

*' Nay, that, little Blanche, is not known by me. 

Do you see the red sun nearly set ? 

He shines upon lands that are fairer yet, 

Sands all bathed in one golden light. 

Where the sun no more goes down at night. 

Filled with flowers that can never pale, 

Watered by streams that shall never fail. 

As they stream from the heights of that golden shore, 

Summits where thought has no wings to soar. 

Blanche, my darling, I trust that we 

May find such a shore to the further sea." 
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Charming ? Oh yes. You are rosy and white ; 
Blue eyes ; porcelain teeth set a-row 
In the daintiest mouth ; sunny smile ; you are right, 
And the word just describes you, I vow. 

I should like you to keep, underneath a glass shade, 
Ever smiling and rosy and fair, 
To gaze on each day. I should not be afraid, 
For your babble could not tire me there. 

Would you like it ? I think so, don't doubt it, in truth, 
For each lounger would pause to admire. 
Admiration and bloom of perennial youth. 
What more could your fancy desire ? 

Admiration you have. If you ask me for mine, 
I grant it at once as your due. 
It is lucky for both that you cannot divine 
Why I never could give you love too. 
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Fate has treated you well. You have more than you 

need 
Of beauty to kindle desire. 

It is all that you want, and your mind would not heed 
Such a love as it could not inspire. 

You are doomed, my fair friend, to be wedded one day 
To love, not of gold, but of dross. 
If he*s decently, civil,. I think I may say 
You will never discover your loss. 
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*• See yonder purple mountain — ^there, 

Where all the heavens are gold,. love ; 
Let's build the rosy towers in air 

Which shall our lives enfold, love/' 
" It's rather barei it's rather drear, 

It must be rather cold, love ; 
A villa here were nicer, dear. 

The tower up there's too old, love." 



" Well, gaze where yonder peak of snow 

Against the sky shows. faint, love; / 
'Tis a white marble temple now, 

And you its patron saint, love." 
"Why, Charlie, dear, too .far you go.; .. 

What pictures queer you paint, love; 
For should I so an image grow, - . 

'Twere too absurd and quaint, love." 

L 2 
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" Just see that little tiny boat, 

A speck twixt sea and sky, love ; 
Oh, could we there for ever float 

Together, you and I, love ! " 
" No, Charlie, you forget your throat ; 

You're hoarse, and, by the bye, love, 
You've no great-coat. I cannot vote 

That we your scheme should try, love." 



" The sun has gone and left behind 

The lonely evening star, love ; 
Were you that star, how sweet to find 

And worship from afar, love." 
*' Now, Charlie, you ar^ quite unkind. 

Our evening you would mar, love ; 
You ought to find, I speak my mind, 

It's nicer as we are, love." 



" Well, well, let's go. Perhaps you're right ; 

But still, upon the whole, love, 
I fear you miss the full delight 

Romance yields to the soul, love." 
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" Romance ! well, yes ; for though it's bright, 

Tis damp here on this knoll, love. 
Tm glad though, quite, we came to-night, 

YouVe been so very droll, love/' 
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She was alone, and I was alone. 

Her strength for the battle of life seemed gone. 

Rest she wanted, and friends, and ease : 

I could give her all these. 

With a careless bounty I oped my store. 
She touched it not, though her need was sore ; 
I saw her shrink, and read in her eyes 
Distrust and surprise. 

My pride was touched. To myself I said, 
" I will bow before me that graceful head. 
And order myself so that in the end 

She shall call me friend." 

But she was restive. 'Twas hard to tame 
The maiden tremors that went and came ; 
Doubts of herself, and doubts for me, 
That made her to flee. 
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My touch was gentle, her spirit meek ; 
My wish stood firm, and her soul was weak ;• 
So she stretched forth her hand to my hand that gave. 
And rose from her grave. 

Then I was glad that her virgin pride 
Was humbled and trustful by my side. 
Proud that my wiles such trust could bring 
To so wild a thing — 

Proud as one who has lured to his will 
Some forest creature with subtle skill. 
So her beauty, her gladness, and all she had 
She owed to my aid. 

I had given her all that I had to give, 
Hope and ease and the strength to live ; 
I made her take them, then why be sore . 
When she asked for more ? 

Asked with chaste eyes what I might divine 
From the hand that fluttered to rest in mine. 
Or from cheeks where the blushes a moment stayed. 
Then I waxed afraid. 
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I had given much, then why ask me now 
For a gift given elsewhere long ago, 
Or cast away ? Could she not perceive 
Twas not mine to give ? 

Then I grew wroth. I was smitten sore 
By those trustful eyes that expected more. 
I had given freely. She still should be 
A debtor to me. 

But I fled from her presence ill at ease 
With myself and her, as a wizard flees 
From a ghost he has raised, and my pride was low 
As I turned to go. 

Between us stretches the ocean wide, 
But her candid eyes from the further side 
Can still reproach, and they ask me still, 
"Did I well or ill?" 

Pride bade me tame her, and so my pride 
By her grateful trust should be satisfied. 
I bent her to love me, but in the end 

Have I been her friend ? 
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In the aftertime, in some unknown place, 
When we two are standing up face to face, 
Though she bless me or curse, yet all the same 
I must blush for shame. 
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A NIGHTMARE. 

Under the laurels low dropped she down. 
Under the laurels heartbroken, lone, 
Love on the sorrels made its last moan. 

" What is that, darling ? " " Nothing, hearths nearest ; 

Blackbird or starling that which thou hearest." 

" Nothing else, darling ? " " Nothing, heart's dearest." 

Low 'mid the laurels ceaseth the moan, 

Now, from the laurels sound comes there none, 

Under the laurels life is nigh flown. 

" Why shake with chill, love ? " " Over my grave, 

Spirit of ill, love, my soul doth crave." . 

" What ill can kill love? Love should make brave." 
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Cold on the laurels shines down the moon, 
Under the laurels heartbeats are none, 
Love 'neath the laurels stiffens to stone. 

" Good-night." , " Good-night, love. So soon to part, 
Why at my sight love, love, didst thou start ? 
What ill can fright love clasped heart to heart ? " 
Cold o'er the laurels night-winds have blown, 
Damp on the sorrels dewdrops have shone, 
Here midst the laurels night is nigh gone. 

" Once more good night, love : Heart to heart fold." 
" What is unright, love ? Love thou art cold." 
" Warmed by thy bright love, lo, I am bold." 
Back through the laurels, true love alone, 
Over the sorrels false love is gone, 
Here midst the laurels shall he atone. 

" What this my trouble ? why should I fear ? 
If love be double, both loves are dear, 
Love's but a bubble not worth a care." 
Over the laurels black clouds do frown. 
Under the laurels love waiteth on. 
White on the sorrels, ghostly and wan. 
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In the grey morning, chilly and drear, 
Death-cold and scorning, what finds He here, 
Stretched in dread warning, snow-white and clear ? 
Deep through the laurels cometh his groan ; 
Stark on the sorrels falleth he prone ; 
Love 'neath the laurels no more alone ! 
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All day long the swart king stood, 

'Neath a golden canopy, 
On his brow the crimson blood, 

Fire of conquest in his eye ; 
Whilst the roaring, starry flood 

Of his legions eddied by. 

All day long their stormy praise 
Rang its thunder in his ears, 

All day long the hidden ways. 
Harvest bore of. helms and spears, 

On the day of all his days, 
In the year of all his years. 

As the sun rose, to his feet 

Crept the priests in lowly guise. 

Zeus, they vowed, " had bade them greet 
Him who took the world as prize, 

Ere Olympus was his seat. 
And a throne above the skies. 
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Down they knelt them to adore, 
Claiming favour, eager-eyed. 

Offerings in their hands they bore. 
Hymns of worship stayed his pride. 

" Son of Zeus," the high priest swore, 
And " A God,'* the legions cried. 

At the noon five kings were led, 

Chained and haltered to his throne — 

Beggars at that throne for bread, 

Who had braved him from their own. 

With his dogs those kings were fed. 
By his footstool lying prone. 

With the monarchs came their spoil, 
First the garnered stores of peace, 

Wonders of the craftsman's toil. 
Treasures of the earth's increase. 

Waggons choked with wine and oil, 
Herds that never seemed to cease. 

Then the chariots, swords, and shields, 

Helms and harness of the slain, 
All the gleanings of his fields, 
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Soaked with blood as soaked by rain, 
All the shrieking city yields, 

When its gates are closed in vain. 

Driven on with whips and staves, . 

Passed the captives, young and old ; 
Weeping maidens, sturdy knaves. 

Cringing tradesmen, chieftains bold, . 
Sages, eunuchs, negro slaves ; 

Priests in samite, queens in gold. 

At that even from their tents. 

Came the captains of his fights. 
Where the sweet-souled instruments, 

Woo the ear with soft delights. 
Whilst the scald his tale invents. 

Or the bard his song recites. ' 

There he scans them row by row. 

Bronzed and bearded, strong and tried ; 

They that set the heavens aglow, 
They that crest the battle-tide. 

They that teach the world to bow 
As the footstool of his pride. 
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Perfumed vapour round him curls, 
High 6*er all he takes his seat ; 

On a throne of gold and pearls 
Lifts the wine-cup o'er his meat, 

Whilst the lissom harem girls, 
Ripple music from their feet. 

Strong his hand the sword to grasp, 
Strong his heart the lion to dare. 

Strong his thought the world to clasp. 
Strong — ^but let the king beware 

Of the little weakly asp 

'Neath the broideries of his chair ! 

Cry for succour, latest born. 
Of the gods, thy godhead fled. 

Round thy couch the priests forsworn. 
Crouch all night, and writhe in dread, 

Groaning with thy groans. At morn. 
In his tent, their god lies dead. 
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GREEK CHORUS IN PRAISE OF 
APHRODITE, 

FROM ''MYRRHA:' 

SemuChoru Mother of all that move, 

From the womb to the tomb ; — 

Lover of all that love, 

Though thy spume consume, — 

Thy foam-flake fail. — 
Chorus. All hail I 

Semi'Choru Healer of hearts that fail, — 

Fire that frayeth the frail. — 
Chorus. All hail ! 

Tell thy thrice-told tale. 
Semi-Chori. Buds of a bosom thy thorn hath torn — 
Buds shall blossom ; babes that are born 
Burden of being shall bear. — 
Sorrow unslaked shall they share, — 

M 
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Salt storm's scom, 

Till storm hath shorn 
From colder currents thy cure of care : — 
Gold-red drops in a golden air ; — 
Blood- red wine of the buds of mom. 
Chorus, Short is spring for the young new-comer ; 

Suns shall ripen his blood with heat. 
Pan with his pipes plays in the summer ; 

Nymphs mock passion with flying feet. 
Semi'Chori, Naiads couch in each cool retreat. 
Chorus, In their hollow boles half hidden, 
White-limbed Dryads rise unbidden, 

Glance and vanish and return ; 
Warming as the strong sun's finger 
Thrusts the trellis through, to linger 
Golden on the silky tresses. 
Silvern on the polished fesses. 
Ruby where the ruby blesses 

With the priceless glows of youth, 

One that bides till he possesses 

More than splendours of the South, 
Wilding vine of pleasure's mouth 

Streaming from the sun-fed presses. 

* Goddess, goddess, Aphrodite, 
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Of the sea-spume is thy birth, 

Kissing, clasping, beating mighty 
Round all places of the earth. 
In that wave that storms and hisses 
Riseth foam that clings and kisses, 

Flying on the wings of mirth. 
We would catch thy foam that flieth. 

Find therein thy pearls of worth. 
Sweet it is, and through it lieth. 

And the old thereof have dearth. 
Let us clasp it till it dieth. 

Drying to salt tears and rheumy. 
Naught is fairer for our knowing ; — 
Semi'Chori. Naught if sadder in its going. 
Chorus, Though the old must seek the gloomy 
Shores of calm and waves unbroken, 
Give to us thy gracious token. 
Stir the sunny wave to madness ; ' 
Give us hunger, give us gladness, — 
Semi-Chori, Give the pulse that leaps and rushes. 

Give the brows that throb and bum, — 
Give the flame that flits in blushes, — 

Give the heated eyes that yearn ; 
Chorus, Give us love that meets return, 
M 2 
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When the answering billow crushes, 

And the waters froth and chum, 
Till thy foam-flake forms and gushes 

From the ocean to the shore. 
Aphrodite ! warm with flushes 

Of the strife that was before, 
Goddess olden ! goddess golden ! 

Goddess now and evermore. 
Semi-Chori, Girt with blessing all-redressing, 

Dancing radiant in air ; — 
And the measure of her dancing 
Is the fire-flies' golden glancing, — 

Wooing tremulous, retreating, 

Airy greeting, airy meeting 

Of the meadow-flies that pair. — 

Melting gems drop from her hair ; — 
And her voice is blended voices 
Of a summer that rejoices ; — 

And the south winds are her vesture ; — 

And she swayeth with the gesture 
Of the queen of life and death, — 
For all winds blow with her breath ; — 

And she giveth or withholdeth 

From the heart that she enfoldeth 
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All the airs that are in heaven — 

Till the coming of the even, — 

Till the waning of the light, — 

Till the failing of our might, — 

Till the falling of om* night. — 
Chorus, But as goddess she hath given. 

And what know we of the night ? 
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SCYTHIAN CHORUS, 

FROM "MYRRH a:* 
Scene. — A Scythian encampment. 

Note — Daring the following rude chorus, the warriors mark 
the rhythm by clashing their swords or the bosses of their 
shields at the words printed in italics; at the names of the 
Divinity they kneel. 

Chorus of Warriors, 

On, on ! Smite, smite I 
Bid the sword's tooth bite; 
With the sharp steel smite. 
Gall with the driving gale, lest driven ye drift. 
Sweep with the gust ; 
Leap on the worm that biteth the dust. 
Smite swift, smite swift, 
Ere its head uplift. 
Strike with the battle-flail ; 
Sting with the steely hail ; 
Smite through the shielding mail ; — 
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Smite deep ! Smite deep ! 

Swift be the sickle's sweep, 

Wide is the field to reap ; 

White where ye overleap, 

Red where ye slay the sheep. 

Strike deep ! Strike deep ! Strike deep ! 

Strike ere the sheep be fled, 

Strike that the earth be red, 

Strike till the dust is fed ; 

Crush down the war-snake's head. 

On! On! 
Let the sharp steel smite, 
The sword's tooth bite. 

On! On! 
Let lightnings alight, 
Oh, Zalmos Papaeos, Lord in the Height ! 
Silence behind is shed, 

Tumult goeth before ; 
Silence that rules the dead, 
Battle's uproar. 



Smite the war-serpent's head 
With Thy arrows of dread. 
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Oh, Father of Thunder, 
Cleave it asunder I 
Zalmos Papaeos, Zalmos-an Torr ! 
Look, for Thy white corpse-harvest is hoar. 
Worker of Wonder^ 
God in the Highest, 
Zaimos-an Torr. 
Let Thy wolves be drunken with gore, 
Father of Thunder, Worker of Wonder, 
Zalmos Papaeos, Zalmos-an Torr I 
Smite sore I 



What hath mankind but a grave ? 

. Say, 
What will ye do with a slave ? 

Slay. 
Will the free soul bend 'neath a stave ? 

Nay. 
And the Scyth is free as the wave ? 

Ay. 
Slay I 
Zalmos bids storm-winds blow. Slay ! 
Scyths of the storm-wind, strow 
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His field with the battle-mow — 

Red wine and wreathen snow. 

Slay with His tempest. Slay 

Till the foemen drift as spray, 

Where the white corpse strews the way ; 

Slay till the storm-wind stay. 

Be strong I 
Strong for His battle-day, 
Strong lest His storm prolong, 
Strong lest ye fail in fray, 
Strong lest His strength ye wrong, 
Strong that your sons may live. 

Be strong I Be strong I 
That strength may strive. 
Ere winds of fight 
Sink slain in night ; 
So shall we thrive, 
And as men have might 
In Zalmos' sight. 



Applaud with Thy thunder 
Our war-voices under, 
Lord of High Places, Worker of Wonder. 
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We kneel, we adore^ 

We rush and smite sore^ 
When the hope oi Thy harvest is standing be/ore, 

That Thy wolves and Thy ravens 

Be feasted, and cravens, 
Borne down by Thy storm-wind, rise up nevermore 

Affronting Thy Spirit, 
Oh, Zalmos Papaeos, Zalmos-an Torr ! 

Thy strength we inherit. 

Thy use we would merit, 
Lord of Torr Eri-een, Zalmos-an Torr ! Smite sore / 
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FROM ''MYRRH a:' 

By the oath of the wind and the swords 
By the breath, by the strife, by the death, 
By the arrow that leaps from the cord ; 
When the sword hath returned to his sheath 
Shall the arrow cry forth for award, 
Singing shrill from the string to the goal. 
Be the mark set in sky or in sward. 
Or in bird or in beast, its control 
Is the hand of the sword-girdled Lord, 
And its voice crieth once with His soul. 
Ere the arrow was loosed from the bow 
Had the rough branch been shapen with skill. 
And the peat-smoke had seasoned it slow 
Till a weapon was bended at will, 
And the life was a cord thereimto. 
He that made it hath set it aright : 
K it slacken or snap He shall know. 
And His arrow be feeble in flight. 
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It shall swerve from His mark, falling low ; 
It shall sink into earth from His sight. 
Then the bow shall be burnt as a brand, 
For the King is a warrior of might, 
His arrows no shield must withstand ; 
He is Lord of the shafts of the light, 
And the heaven is the bow in His hand. 
Shall He gather His shafts from the grave ? 
Make new strings out of ashes and sand ? 
Will His wisdom return, as a wave 
Lapping idly a desolate land, 
To a spirit too feeble to brave 
Set tasks of the Godhead's command ; 
That hath bent in soft winds as a wand, 
And is trodden to dust as a slave ? 
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SONNET. 

There is a legend born on Celtic soil 
That the sun, passing limits of the land, - 
Searches fresh fields beyond the westmost strand 

And finds but an abyss, where, further toil 

Being vain, he bleeds and sinks, the ocean's spoil ; 
Hence, drowning, lifts to heaven his gory hand, 
Whereon with outstretched fingers glorious stand 

The golden pinnacles of Hy Brazoil. 

Though he go down to darkness, surely he 
Hath found his fairest city in the sea. 

Thus sparks of being, finding gulfs which stem 
The various paths they travel, yet shall be 

Baptized therein to find the pearls that gem 

The turrets of the New Jerusalem. 
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AN EPISODE IN THE STUDY OF PRE-HISTORIC 
ARCHEOLOGY. 

Smith, 
A QUEER interment in this cave 

Professor Flint, F,R,S. 
Yes, male and female, surface-grave. 
SmitK 
Scarce pre-historic ? 
Flint, 
Oh dear no. Why these fibulae, 
Take them at earliest, can be 
But later Doric. 

Smith. 
A golden armlet ! What a find ! 
Etruscan, surely ? 
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Flint, 

There now, mind, 
You'll tread upon it. 
' ril tell you when I've rubbed the clay. 
Why, what a sell ! 

Smith, 
What's that ? I say, 
Inscription on it ! 

Flint, 
A modern toy, as I'm alive. 
And dated "eighteen forty-five," 

With name " Giannina." 
What's Pietro muttering about ? 
He knows her tale, without a doubt. 

Perhaps has seen her. 

Here, Pietro, man, get off your knees ; 
There's no deposit under these, 

And here's no glory. 
Smith. 
Who were the good folk here .? And why 
Did he and she come here to die ? 

Let's have their story. 
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Flint, 
Pietro, my friend would have you tell 
What things Giannina here befel. 

{Translating) He dates the matter 
In forty-eight, the dame a belle. 

Pietro {excitedly), 
O molto I molto I 1 molto ! ! ! 
Flint. 

Well, 
Go on ; don't chatter. 

It seems she had a lover. (Most 
Young women have, if they can boast 

So rare a beauty.) 
This one's was named Antonio, who, 
Although to fond affection true. 

Preferred his duty. 



He fought upon the patriot side, 
And, hotly sought, came here to hide 

Near his intended ; 
And Pietro thinks 'twas she who found 
This cavern. 
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Smith. 
Like enough ; the ground 
Seems well defended. 

Flint, 
Here did he linger many a week, 
Playing his fatal hide-and-seek, 

Whilst she provided 
The wherewithal, for drink and meat. 
If cramped he had enough to eat 

Whilst lone he bided. 

But soldiers traced him from the city, 
And came down here, the more's the pity. 

They learnt who fed him. 
And, keeping watch, contrived to trace 
Her almost to this very place 

Where she had hid him ; 

Then, losing here at last their track. 
Set guards to catch her coming back. 

" But never, never," 
Says Pietro, " could the spies discern 
The slightest trace of her return." 

N 
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Smith. 
What ! stayed for ever ? 

Flint, 
Yes. People thought the pair had fled ; 
They never dreamed that both were dead. 

So, disappointed, 
The brigadier went back again 
To Milan with his white-coat train, 

His nose disjointed. 

And Pietro thinks that when she crept 
Hither she knew the watch they kept, 

And all their placements ; 
So, seeing no escape, they stayed 
Together, starved, died, and decayed 

In fond embracements. 

Smith, 
He's right : these bones still seem to lace 
Each other in a close embrace. 

Flint. 
He says, moreover, 
That " Thus embracing shall they stand. 
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True children of th' Italian land, 
When the Madonna lends a hand 
To each true lover ; 

And that their blood shall cry aloud, 
To draw down lightnings on the proud. 

Relentless German." 
Smi/k. 
Here, stop I Give him the flask to drink. 
We've got his tale ; I scarcely think 

We want hts sermon. 

Fltnf, 
A bootless journey. Scarce a bone 
Of bear or boar ; and as for stone. 

Not one poor arrow. 
Even the bracelet's hers by right. 
Let's gather stones whilst yet it's light. 
Close up the cave, bid them " Good-night," 

And build their barrow. 



N 2 
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A PARABLE OF THE SPIRIT. 

I CAME in light that I might behold 

The shadow which shut me apart of old. 

Lo, it was lying robed in white, 

With the still palms crossed o'er a lily, bright 

With salt rain of tears ; and everywhere 

Around lay blossoms that filled the air 

With perfume, snow of flowers that hid 

The snow of the silken coverlid 

With myrtle and orange bloom and store 

Of jasmine stars, and a wreath it wore 

Of stephanotis. Still it lay. 

For its time of travail had passed away. 

" Of old it was never so fair as this," 

I said, as I bent me down to kiss 

The cast swathing robe. " It is well that so 

I see it before I turn to go — 

Turn to depart that I may bless 

The love that has shown such tenderness." 
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So I passed to my mother's side, 
Where she lay sleepless and weary-eyed ; 
Glided within, that I might see 
The chamber her love had reserved for me. 
It was wide and warm, and furnished forth 
With the best she had, with gifts of worth. 
Anxious watchings and tears and prayers 
And ministrations of many years. 
I bent me down o'er her wrinkled brow 
And kissed it smooth, as I whispered low 
Comfort and hope for her daughter dear, 
Till my whisper drew forth the healing tear. 
Last, I kissed her to slumber deep. 
Kissed her to quiet rest and sleep. 

I passed to my sister's heart, and there 

I heard sweet notes of her soaring prayer ; 

And, joining therewith, found the fair white shrine 

That her love had set apart as mine. 

On its alabaster altar stood 

A vessel with sacrificial blood. 

Incense of sweet unselfishness 

Rose ever, a pillar of light to bless 

That fair pure place with its flower-sweet fumCr 
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Dimmed was that shrine by no cloud of gloom, 

But bright shone that pillar which rose above 

On her earthly jewels with its lambent love. 

So I knew that any gift of mine 

Was naught by her treasure of love divine, 

Flowing freely down ; but a flower I lent 

That would bloom in her bosom with sweet content, 

Twas forget-me-not. "Though poor," I said, 

" 'Mid her blossoms of living love, the dead 

Would yet be loved, and I will that she 

Keep this, and render it back to me." 

I knew how my blossom would live and grow. 

As I kissed it once ere I turned to go ; — 



Turned to go to the side of one. 
My rival in the days agone, 
Jealous, unhappy, but in the end 
She nursed and tended me like a friend. 
I searched her heart, and soon I found 
A plot of mine in her garden ground ; 
Flowers were there which had ripened seed. 
But among them many a yellow weed. 
Still, I saw with a gladdened eye 
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The weeds were pining and like to die, 

Whilst heartsease throve, and sprigs of rue 

Watered well with remorseful dew. 

So I bent down and rooted out 

Nettles of envy, and round about 

Cleared the ground that the flowers might live, 

Live and blossom and grow and thrive. 

Lastly, I drew with cords of love 

A thistle of pride naught else might move, 

Pressed her forehead and swiftly passed — 

For I kept my best gifts to the last — 

Treasures of comfort and hope to cheer 

The heart which my own had held most dear. 



I dreamed of the bliss that I should feel 
When that opened heart should to me reveal 
Its fulness, before but dimly seen, 
As I lifted its veils and entered in — 
Entered, and saw with mute amaze 
How squalid and narrow was the place. 
Still, I fancied, perchance for me 
The best of that which is here may be. 
Searching in dusk, I forced my way 
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To the secret place where my chamber lay. 

Choked with the sordid piles o'erthrown 

Of a miser's dust which had been my own, 

Till but little space for me remained, 

All being filthy and weather-stained ; 

Whilst evil fungi, spawn of lust. 

Pushed through the rotten floor, and thrust 

Unsightly growths in that evil space, 

And vanity pressed in the crowded space 

Till room was scanty for me to tread. 

And I shivered in sorrow ere I fled ; 

For no gift of mine of love or care 

Might live in that pestilential air; 

Still, for the love of dreams bygone, 

I could not leave him quite alone. 

So I planted cypress to warn of death. 

It might live, and its keen balsamic breath 

Would wither these fungi one by one. 

Giving entrance, perchance, to some ray of sun. 



Then I departed, earth's lesson o'er. 
Never henceforth shall I enter more ; 
And the thought was mine of former dread 
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And former longings, and so I said, 

" Blind I was when my dearest wish 

Was ever to dwell in a home like this." — 

Knew, as I went forth to my rest, 

My prayer was a child's, and God knew best. 
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Midnight folded, midnight-hearted, in my trance I 

lay awake. 
On mine eyelids lay the finger of a Spirit, and he 

spake, 
" Son of man, look forth before thee." Then I 

looked ; and lo, a scroll ! 
And I took it, making question, " Oh, my Lord, shall 

I unroll ? " 
And the Spirit spake in answer, "Nay, behold the 

scroll is sealed 
With the signet-ring which beareth all that yet may be 

revealed." 
Now the seal lay closed before me, blank, without or 

sign or mark ; 
And I said, " My Lord, I pray thee read, for now 

mine eyes are dark." 
And, behold, mine eyes were opened on that signet- 
stamp, and saw. 
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How the seal was deeply graven. Now below was 

written " law " 
In a fiery script and ruddy, and a cross there was 

above, 
Woven round with golden fillets, working out the 

legend " love ; " 
And the whole was as a circle. Then I said, " The 

seal is- black ; " 
And I heard, " It is the mirror of the darkness at thy 

back, 
Being wrought of perfect crystal. Look on darkness 

by the light 
Of the letters red and fiery, and the rebus golden- 
bright." 
So mine eyes sank in that mirror, and beheld a rolling 

cloud ; 
And a man that came before it, lean and wrinkled, 

old and bowed. 
With an hour-glass in his left hand ; and he stretched 

his right to draw. 
Like a veil, the cloud of darkness ; and it sundered 

till I saw 
Where there lay a level champaign fair with flowers, 

and walled around 



d by Google 



i88 A VISION OF STRIFE, 

By the cloud ; and from the cloudland came a waking 

trumpet's sound, 
Like the voice of God in Chaos. And I looked, and 

I beheld 
Where an earthquake shook the level whence a fierce 

volcano swelled. 
Fire and cloud went up thereover, sparks as eyeballs, 

smoke as wings, 
Brands of lightning, flaming pennons, flashing diadems 

of kings. 
Till the sun was hid in heaven, till the field was red 

like blood, 
And the spirits born beneath it spread it over like a 

flood. 
There they set their tents for sojourn, purple, crimson, 

cloth of gold. 
From each proud pavilion's summit streamed bright 

banners fold on fold. 
Like the poppies in a cornland; and the swaying 

sheen of spears 
Rippled wide athwart the meadow, close as whitened 

barley-ears. 
Then I murmured in my bosom, " Here is set a gallant 

show. 
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But what hope amidst these myriads that the flowers 

bloom yet below ? " 
And a second trumpet sounded from the rearward of 

the field, 
And I saw the Prince amongst them, girt with sword 

and fenced with shield ; 
And the host bowed down before him, at his coming 

shouting "Hail!" 
As of old the hosts of Canaan crouched before the 

feet of Baal ; 
And he came upoii the mountain whence I saw the 

smoke upswell, 
Till he trod the cratered summit, and bestrode the 

mouth of hell. 
Here, his legions eddied round him, storming onward, 

rank on rank. 
Twice ten thousand times ten thousand. So my soul 

within me sank. 
And I groaned, " What hope of succour ? All the 

field is overrun. 
Trodden down and held in darkness; for their dust 

hath hid the sun." 
Then a light shone out of heaven. Through that 

earth-born cloud it broke 



d by Google 



190 A VISION OF STRIFE. 

With the wrath of a white furnace 'midst the foundry 

reek and smoke, 
Brighter, fiercer, stronger, whiter, till the cloud was 

cleft in twain, 
And I saw the Sons of Light descending downwards 

to the plain — 
Forms of love and forms of glory sweeping earthward 

to the shock. 
Like the god-beladen stormwinds down the dawn of 

Ragnarok. 
Hark! again a blast of trumpets, and the battle 

rolled in mist 
Set in air 'twixt earth and heaven, where their strife 

might not be wist, 
Save that through its murky column hurtled arrows 

thick as hail. 
And bright stars shot down from heaven; whilst a 

dreadful battle warl 
Shook that whirlwind spirit-laden, till it shivered with 

the cry 
Of an earthquake-smitten people, mad with fear and 

agony. 
Then, again, I saw the ancient of the hour-glass, lean 

and wan, 
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With a scjrthe that swept the whirlwind dark with all 

the dust of men ; 
And its dusk stem swayed and tottered, and the thick 

cloud overhead 
Floated down a pall of darkness, till the field was 

overspread. 
Blackest night now dwelt before me, and my heart 

was cold and still 
As deep waters, ice-imprisoned. Here, I saw not 

aught, until — 
So methought — ^from some far distance, where no 

spirit yet hath wrought. 
Out beyond the path of angels, out beyond the flight 

of thought. 
Came the echo of a trumpet. Then I sought to read 

and mark 
Where a speck of vision dawned amid the infinite 

of dark. 
Saying, " Oh, thou light of darkness, fill the heavens, 

and grow full." 
But the lamp showed pallid, ghastly, being shapen 

as a skull; 
Floating nearer till it rested, shedding twilight on a 

plain 
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Heaped with broken shafts of slaughter, foul with 

corpses of the slain, 
Armours rusted, standards moulded ; and, where stood 

the mighty form 
Of the Prince, thick blood lay curdled round a battle- 
smitten worm 
Coiling huge upon the mountain, bruised and crushed 

and beaten low 
As a nail upon the anvil 'neath the craftsmith's fiercest 

blow; 
And a bitter wind blew over, shrilling out an icy 

cry, 
"All the sons of Earth are fallen! lone upon her 

breast am 1 1 " 
And my heart was with the Night-wind, crying answer 

to its mood, 
"All the sons of strength be perished! Who will 

show us any good ? " 
Then a voice, as of a trumpet, spake, " The times are 

at an end, 
But the seal is yet unbroken, and it is not thine to 

rend. 
Child of darkness, bear thy witness to the writing on 

the seal 
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Set this night upon things hidden that thy lips might 

not reveal, 
Law and Love are set before thee. Learn obedience 

born of trust, 
And the scroll shall yet be opened, and the words 

therein are just." 
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An age of doubt and cavil seeks a sign. 

Oh, toiler for mankind, look back, and see 

Where down the barren slopes of Galilee 
Pours black the shrieking cataract of swine. 
Forth from those summits shines the Man Divine, 

The healed demoniac crouches at his knee. 

This sign is given to thy day and thee, 
And Christ performed that duty which is thine. 

Also, thou hast thy further help 'gainst hate. 
And fear, and ignorance. Watch still that scene. 

The swineherds flee, the crowd pours from the gate. 
The man is naught beside their beasts unclean. 

Christ is thrust forth. Be not intimidate 
For any terror of the Gadarene. 
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BY THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BUSINESS TRAIN. 
I THINK 

For mind, we outsiders can never know all about it, 

And if your reading's obscure it's as well to doubt it, 

But I think — ^that if one could find out the whole of 
the matter, 

Though he has his public with him and guides their 
chatter. 

That he was in fault. And — although the pair are 
parted ; 

And his last new book is pathetic, nay, almost broken- 
hearted. 

And the man has some good, no doubt, and some 
honest crazes 

That he might, please God, put into actions as well as 
phrases — 

She gave him all, and more than ally that was due to him. 

And was, I should say, true to him. 
o 2 
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Here's a case of a boy and a girl ; you may call it 

" calf-love," 
But call it what you will, young love's no half 

love. 
It does not count its own cost ; still less consider 
Itself as a thing to sell or be bought by a higher 

bidder. 
As a business man who knows what's prudent, I can't 

approve 
Of a couple of children of seventeen and eighteen 

falling in love ; 
But if the thing's done it's done, and, however you 

may deplore it, 
It's a heavy factor in life for both, and you can'l 

ignore it. 
If a child of mine — ^which Heaven forbid ! — should get 

such a whim in her head, 
I should not try a knife or a blister, but first a poultice 

instead ; 
And if that failed, as it would if my girl were plucky, 
I should leave the thing where it was, and hope it 

might turn out lucky. 
Yes, yes, if the lad was a decent lad and had got the 

making 
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Of an honest man, let it be, though the batch be none 

of my baking — 
So say I; and the old folk down where this pair 

resided 
Seem to have said the same. So these two young 

people glided 
Into an understanding of some sort, hardly thinking. 
But playing as kittens do, and the old cats eyed them 

winking. 
They had not a penny-piece, and the time could not 

be a short one. 
But, some day or other, no doubt they made sure of 

good fortune. 
Love upon each side, then! We can guess the 

feelings 
Of a bright young fellow. Sir George, if we have had 

no such dealings. 
And a pretty girl of seventeen can bring a most 

powerful battery 
To bear on our old dry nerves, and it's downright 

flattery 
To say you or I might not fall ; so I do not blame him. 
If a couple of blue-grey balls in his heart had the 

power to tame him. 
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If once she was all in all, as I hear, why the 

dream 
Was more strong for him then than it is just now 

when he lets off steam. 
They wanted to marry at once, when they ought to 

have been at their schools ; 
Seventeen and eighteen — ^no more — ^just picture the 

couple of fools I 
If they had, why what would have happened, do you 

suppose ? 
Could there ever have been a new Eden for both ? 

God only knows. 
But they found the gate too firmly shut when they 

came to try it ; 
So they had to sit down outside, or for the present 

pass by it 
Then the boy, as he should, got up and went to 

search for a key ; 
But the girl must sit where she was, and wait for him 

patiently. 
This was all very well if he ran, or kept walking 

steadily : 
He was sure to have found one at last, if not very 

readily. 
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Purpose in all that he did, would have led in the right 

direction, 
To borrow the golden door-key that opens a gate for 

affection ; 
But this fellow saunters off idly, and digs his hands in 

his pocket 
To fork out her photograph or admire her face in a 

locket ; 
Sits him down in a shady spot to admire the view, 
Hails a boat and goes out to idle a bit with the crew, 
And idles and dances and flirts whilst the years run 

by him. 
If he was sorrowing then, by Jove, sir, it did not try 

him ! 
But think of her waiting alone whilst the years grew 

weary. 
Each with its sickening hope. It was dreary, sir, 

dreary I 
But at last he had his chance — not his own — through 

a patron. 
Lady Windlestraw — ^you know, Sir George, the warm- 
hearted matron. 
She liked the lad for his looks, read his verses and 

thought them clever, 
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And paid the publishing sharks. So he thought, it is 

now or never ; 
And, seeing a poet's worth is computed by mental 

distress, 
Began to remember at last, amongst other things, his 

mistress. 
So the tail of his first production contains those 

amorous sonnets 
That the women cackle about, as they do of the 

summer bonnets. 
And his passion became the rage. " Such a constant 

lover!" 
" Nearly a ten years' wooing I " Now, please turn over, 
And look at her, waiting alone, with just a letter 
Once and again, with a peevish wish that his luck 

was better. 
If the letters came few and short, the boy was at work 

and could not 
Compose very well : she saw not the man who could 

and would not. 
Then, all at once, she receives his book containing 

the praises 
Of things that she was and was not, sung in the 

choicest phrases : — 
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Complaints of her craelties, laments for their length- 
ened parting ; 
Extracts from letters of hers that she wrote when her 

heart was smarting, 
Twisted against herself, as though written in pure 

capriciousness, 
With answers, of his which read to her like some 

fiend's maliciousness ; 
Mere compositions of fancy, his stock-in-trade and 

the fashion, 
For the fellow can write if he chooses with plenty of 

heat and passion. 
But some girls hold their feelings sacred, and some — 

let me hint — 
Don't care to exhibit a " slim sweet body" even in print. 
Then, what had his life been ? Just the mere life of 

a man in town, 
Lounging and idle, a clubable life with Brown, 
And Jones, and Thompson, and Smith. No harm in 

it, as you say ; 
But too idle a life for a man with a debt for his 

honour to pay ; 
A life of billiards and wine and hanging about in the 

slips. 
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He had published at least one verse on Miss Mabel 

de Winton's lips ; 
I don't mean to hint in the least at any affair of the 

heart, 
But " Lines on an Actress's Lips " don't read very 

well in his part. 
Still, ' if he'd sought her at once, on his first 

success, 
She would scarcely have had the heart to reproach 

him then, I confess ; 
But he idled along in London, and jingled his light- 
worn fetters 
Before his audience again; and once more he used 

her letters. 
And answered so warmly in print, that his patrons 

hinted 
That now was a fitting time that such golden love was 

minted. 
Twas a hardish blow to his pride. I'm sorry almost 

I abused him. 
But you and I and the world know now how the girl 

refused him. 
It is not every woman that finds fine birds in fine 

feathers. 
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This was not the man that she loved, spite his eye- 
glass and patent leathers, 

But the boy with the laughing eye that was tear- 
dimmed when they parted. 

Filled with his buoyant dreams, not sonnets 'neath 
which she smarted. 

She has given that lover-boy ten years of her maiden 
life, 

And her heart is his in the grave. If he lived she 
would be his wife ; 

But she knows not this man of the world ; and I say, 
it is shame 

That he should cry shame upon her, and the foolish 
world give her blame. 

The womanfolk are the worst, but they always 
bring 

Their partisanship to the noisiest side in this sort of 
thing. 

If they'd married five years ago, and been poor, why 
it might be better. 

It's a sad thing now for both, but I doubt if she's the 
debtor. 

If people will take his side, it's because the man's a 
poet. 
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"A poet myself.". Not I ; no, no, sir — not if I 

know it ; 
But I say that she gave him all and more than all 

that was due to him : 
She has given him all her youth, and, as I think, 

is true to him. 
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There lived a bard, and yet his fame 
Floats buoyant with immortal rhyme, 

And Queen Yolande hath still the name 
He wrote her on the sands of Time. 

Thy proudest title, fair Yolande, 

In songs like breezes from the south, 

Is " Lady of the dove-white hand ; " 

Thy hand he kissed, and not thy mouth. 

And many a song he made for thee, 
As daily by thy throne he knelt. 

For being bowed by his degree, 
He sang, but spake not all he felt. 

So, on the Al-Sirat bridge that lies 
'Twixt hearts, he saw thou didst approve 

The naked Cupid in his eyes. 

But dared not dream that thou wouldst love. 
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He sought the aid of powers unknown, 
The wrinkled witch's two-edged spell, 

And prayed that on an equal throne 
Thy worthier suitor he might dwell, 

" Think once," the aged woman spake, 
"Nay, twice, ere all be laid aside. 

Wouldst thou for one poor woman's sake 
Lay down thy poet's crown of pride ? 

"Thy sceptred thought to loose or bind ? 

Thy charm that draws the fount of tears ? 
Thy wings that bear thee o'er thy kind ? 

Thy music echoing down the years? 

" Thy spurs a laggard faith to speed ? 

Thy flashing sword that in our fight 
Shall flame, our guide and help in need 

To hearten on the cause of right ? "' 

" Nay, mother, what to me were fame. 
Or all this wide world hath to give ? 

My poet's name had died in shame. 
Save fair Yolande had bid it live." 
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" Take, then, thy boon," the crone replied. 
And many a charm of power was said, 

Till rose a monarch crowned with pride, 
And crowned with bays a bard lay dead. 



Now, low before the dove-white hand 
Bent princes far and near to sue. 

But none found grace of fair Yolande ; 
She guessed the false, who knew the true. 

Last, one there came of equal state, 

And equal in his kingly heart. 
To kneel before her palace gate. 

And him she bade not to depart. 

But for her people's happier good 
And her own counsel sought his aid. 

Till kindlier laws were understood. 

And grief 'twixt man and man allayed ; 

Thus in the days of Queen Yolande 
And King Gerhardt, the folk were glad ; 

The " Lady of the lily hand " 
Alone in her realm was sad. 
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And when the Queen came forth from Mass, 
Their fair pale Queen whose rose had fled, 

The folk that stood to watch them pass 

Sighed, " Would that he and she were wed.' 

But all a year about her court 
He lingered, asking not her hand. 

The poet, with his soaring thought, 
Had nearer seemed to Queen Yolande. 

And yet she willed him to remain, 
Approved him at his counsel's worth, 

And praised — and this he heard again — 
The one true Prince in all the earth. 

And at the year's end — scarce his act. 
But clamorous folk to satisfy — 

He sought to knit their friendly pact 
With words that needs must win reply. 

Not as a King, but lowliest slave, 
Not of the Queen, but of the maid. 

The monarch knelt his boon to crave, 
With strong rash words, but all afraid. 
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Then, honouring truth, she gave the King 

Like faith, and to his ear revealed 
Such deeply rooted thoughts as cling 

Round ruined hearts with breach unhealed, 

*/ Take thou my hand, if for my realm, 
My people's weal is more than mine ; 

They need thy mastery at the helm. 
And manly counsel strong as thine. 

" This to the King. But to my friend, 

The heart I trust as only one 
Hath trusted been, I bid hope end. 

My heart, once given, is his alone. 

" I would not, could not, e'er forget 
My loved one, vanished ere his prime. 

His eyes are tender on me yet ; 

Him must I meet at Heaven's good time. 

" Nay, woo me not. The hand he kissed 
Were coldly thine. Thy heart I trust. 

But 'twill not vanquish nor resist 
A nobler, triumphing in dust. 
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" My bard, whose crown was more than gold, 

Bears rule, though dead. Ourselves, less strong, 

Our feeble passing empires hold ; 

But who shall bound his realm of song ? " 



He went forth shamed before her love, 
And in his ears the laughter-peal 

Of warlocks mocked him, till above 
Death showed new paths to fuller weal. 
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Voice of Britain, — never yet such voice hath 
sounded, — 
Cry thy loudest, gird the earth with sound this day. 
Naught withholds thee, by thine ocean wall sur- 
rounded, 
That thy sons hear not thy crying far away. 
Cry aloud to these thy loving sons and daughters, 
" I have sown you as my seed beside all waters, 
But may not rejoice alone, 
Oh ye kindred of jny kind. 
Though ye follow every wind. 
Sons and daughters, sons and daughters still 
my own. 

" Sons and daughters with the children in my bosom. 

Brothers, sisters of the common hope and fear. 
Sons by manhood, daughters fair in bud and blossom, 

Common children by the God that we revere. 
Hear my voice ! Let there be peace and love among 
you ! 

p 2 
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Who is he that, hearing this, shall dare to wrong you ? 
Seek my children to my throne ; 
And a safeguard ye shall find, 
And a bond wherewith to bind 
All the waifs and strays of empire into on^. 

" Stand together, shoulder set by stalwart shoulder ! 

Stand together, greybeards, youngsters, first and last ! 
Stand, ye younger children, valorous as the older I 
Stand, ye elders, lest your valour be surpassed I 
Stand together I I have set you in your places, 
And the nations look aghast with envious faces 
On the spoils which ye have won,^ 
And the treasures which ye find. 
And your meed of brain and mind. 
And your kingship in the deeds which ye have 
done/' 

Hear this voice of England in her day of gladness. 

Fifty years of growth and honour hath she seen — 
Fifty sunny years, with passing clouds of sadness — 

Fifty years of answered praying for her Queen I 
Fifty years wherein her children took their stations 
In the forefront of the rivalry of nations. 
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She hath errors to atone, 

She hath fetters to unbind, 

She hath triumphs yet to find. 
But in grief or joy her sons and she are one. 

Ye are standing, O ye mighty younger brothers, 

By the manhood of the old ancestral land ; 
Hear the heart of England beating like a mother's, 

Feel the blood of Britain warm in heart and hand : 
For your feet, as ours, in trust are treading onwards. 
And your eyes, as ours, in love are looking thronewards. 
Land and ruler still your own ; 

Yours, as ours, one deed, one mind, 
Yours, as ours, with will to bind 
All our brotherhood of nations into one. 
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